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DEVOTIONAL   STANZAS. 


S.  JOHN,  xiv,  22,  23. 

"  Lord,  how  is  it  that  thou  will  manifest  thyself  unto  us,  and 
not  unto  the  world  ?" 

"  If  a  man  love  me,  he  will  keep  my  words  :  and  my  Father 
will  love  him,  and  we  will  come  unto  him,  and  make  our  abode 
with  him." 


I. 

O  dwell  with  me,  my  Saviour,  and  remove 

The  clouds  which  rise  between  my  soul  and  Thee  ! 

Disperse  them  in  the  sunshine  of  Thy  love, 
Come  !  manifest  Thyself,  dear  Lord  !  to  me. 

*  II. 

For  Thou  for  me  hast  borne  the  heavy  load 
Of  Sin — o'er  Death  the  victory  hast  won, 

Cleanse  Thou  this  heart  and  make  it  Thine  abode, 
The  dwelling  of  the  Father  and  the  Son. 


III. 

In  Thee,  my  only  Righteousness,  I  know 
Pardon  and  Peace — from  Thee  alone  derive 

Grace  which  can  bid  the  chilPd  emotions  glow, 
The  desert  blossom,  and  the  dead  revive. 

IV. 

In  Thee,  my  Head  and  Surety,  I  died, — 
My  only  life  is  now  Thy  life  in  me, — 

^pea^^^Msa-my^^  ff°1f  mirinod-- 
_.  My-.frMf,  the  Spirit  whiek-anitcp  to  Thoc. 

V. 

Revive — as  drooping  herb  the  early  dew — 
The  joy  of  faith,  the  energy  of  love, 

So  shall  these  lips  their  matin-song  renew, 
These  feet,  in  Thy  sure  ways,  obedient  move. 

VI. 

From  Life's  first  dawn  until  its  latest  sigh, 
Receiver  of  Thy  fulness  must  I  be — 

0  Living  Root !  O  Sacred  Vine  !  be  nigh, 
In  me  abide — let  me  abide  in  Thee  ! 


VII. 

0  manifest  Thyself,  my  Lord  !  to  me— 

"  Shew  me  Thy  Name  ;"  bid  Thou  my  soul  ascend, 
Like  Moses  to  the  Mount,  and  there  with  Thee 

Blissful  communion  hold,  as  friend  with  friend. 

VIII. 

Grant  me  the  sure  persuasion  of  Thy  love — 
Then  shall  I  triumph  o'er  Thy  foes  and  mine, 

"  And  walk  as  one  whose  treasure  is  above, 
Whose  spirit  purified  by  Hope  Divine. 

IX. 

Thus,  in  Thee  rooted,  Faith's  unswerving  stem 

Shall  heavenward  rise,— the  dewdrops  of  Thy  morn 

Its  opening  leaves  and  fragrant  blossoms  gem, — 
The  fruits  of  Holiness  its  boughs  adorn. 

X. 

For  Thee  to  labour,  and  in  Thee  to  live, 

Be  this  my  effort  ev'ry  passing  hour, 
To  Thee  my  talents  and  my  all  to  give, 

In  witness  of  Thy  love's  constraining  power. 
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"  A  little  while,"  and  in  Thy  mercy's  day, 

From  sin's  last  taint  Thou  wilt  Thy  servant  free, 
And  bid  the  body  crumble  to  decay, 


The  spirit  rest  it  in  Paradise  with  thee, — 

XII. 

Till  Thou  arise,  O  Sun  of  Righteousness ! 

And  o'er  the  Earth  Thy  radiant  wings  unfold, 
Creation's  work  to  renovate  and  bless, 

And  bring  the  Dawn  by  ev'ry  Seer  foretold  ! 

1872.  T.  G.  N. 


REDDE    DIEM. 


I. 

Give  back  the  Day ! — the  vanish' d  hours  renew ! 

Would  that  thy  glorious  course,  thou  waning  Sun, 
In  the  rich  East,  o'er  uplands  gemm'd  with  dew, 

Were  only  now  begun ! 

II. 

"  Give  back  the  hues  of  Life's  unclouded  morn, 
"  The  bloom  and  freshness  of  those  happy  hours ;  "- 

Nor  ask  we  for  the  Rose  without  its  thorn, 
The  Spring  without  its  showers. 

III. 

Give  back  the  mind  scarce  ruffled  by  a  care, 
Give  back  the  heart  by  bitter  grief  unwrung 

For  high  resolves — bright  hopes — and  prospects  fair 
To  desolation  flung ! 


IV. 

Give  back  the  gladness  of  our  youthful  prime, 
Give  back  Imagination's  vivid  powers  ; 

O !  that  the  promise  of  that  golden  time 
Might  once  again  be  ours  ! 

V. 

Give  back  the  sleep  unsullied  by  a  tear, 
Give  back  the  waking  to  a  joyful  morn — 

The  days  to  come  undarken'd  by  a  fear, 
Of  wayward  folly  born. 

VI. 

Give  back  the  bound  of  Health's  elastic  tread — 
The  heart  at  ease,  that  for  the  dazzled  eye 

Rich  radiance  o'er  the  sunny  mountains  spread, 
Green  vales,  and  azure  sky. — 

VII. 

It  may  not  be !  O  Saviour  of  the  lost, 

Friend  of  the  friendless,  Hope's  Eternal  Spring ! 
As  on  a  sea,  by  waves  of  trouble  toss'd, 

To  Thee  my  soul  would  cling  ! — 


VIII. 

A  still  small  voice  replies, — its  soothing  tone 
Falls,  like  the  dew,  upon  this  wearied  breast, — 

"  Come  unto  Me,  thou  worn  and  drooping  one, 
"  And  I  will  give  thee  rest." 

IX. 

"  No  longer  live  regretful  in  the  past, 
"  Nor  care-worn  in  the  future, — upon  Me, 

"  Whatever  its  weight,  thy  daily  burden  cast, — 
"  And  thine  My  peace  shall  be." — 

X. 

Ev'n  so !  Amen  ! — of  Thy  forgiveness  sure, 
My  will  resign' d,  in  Thy  dear  love  I'll  rest ; 

Under  the  shadow  of  Thy  Cross,  secure, 
Beneath  its  burden,  blest. 

1862.  T.  G.  N. 


THE  SABBATH  OF  THE  WORLD. 


From  an  unpublished  Dramatic  Poem. 


Then,  spent  at  last  six  thousand  years  of  ill, 

O'er  this  regenerated  Earth  shall  dawn 

The  Day  of  Rest — the  thousand  years  of  peace — 

A  Day  which  knows  not  waning  nor  decline ; 

The  dewy  tears  of  no  decaying  Eve 

Shall  weep  its  doom,  no  shadowy  Night  close  in 

The  Sabbath  of  the  World, — that  glorious  Morn 

Shall  ripen  into  Everlasting  Noon. 


Then  shall  the  wilderness  rejoice,  the  desert 
Bloom  as  the  rose  ;  these  snows  shall  then  reflect 
The  dazzling  radiance  of  unclouded  Suns, 
These  rugged  rocks  be  soften' d  into  beauty, — 
The  myrtle  blossom  where  the  tangled  briar 
Ran  wild,  the  fir-tree  where  of  late  the  thorn. 
1852. 
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PREFACE. 


Many  of  the  Author's  friends  have  expressed  a 
wish  to  be  enabled  to  possess  the  "LAYS  OF 
PALESTINE"  (originally  printed  in  the  "CHURCH 
or  ENGLAND  MAGAZINE/')  in  a  collective  form. 
In  compliance  with  this  wish,  and  with  the  consent 
of  the  Proprietors  of  the  excellent  periodical  referred 
to,  the  "LAYS"  have  been  a  second  time  prepared 
for  the  press,  and  hence  the  appearance  of  the 
present  volume.  Some  alterations  and  corrections 
have  been  made,  but  not  to  any  great  extent;  the 
Author  having  thought  it  best  to  allow  the  above- 
mentioned  poems  (the  early  portion  of  which  were 
written  when  he  was  but  a  boy, )  to  remain,  as  nearly 


VI.  PREFACE. 

as    possible,    the   same  as    when    they    were    first 
published. 

To  the  "LAYS  or  PALESTINE  "  some  fresh  poems 
have  been  added ;  many  of  which,  having  been 
suggested  during  Tours  on  the  Continent,  and  par- 
taking of  a  somewhat  lighter  character  than  the  rest, 
have  been  placed  in  a  separate  class,  and  headed 
"LAYS  OF  OTHER  LANDS."  Of  all  these  additional 
pieces,  only  one*  has  appeared  in  print  before,  but  a 
very  few  others  may  be  recognized  by  the  friends  at 
whose  request  they  were  in  the  first  instance 
composed. 

Christmas,  1850. 


'  The  Missionary's  Farewell,"  (p.  121,)  also  first  published  in  the 
"  Church  of  England  Magazine." 


CONTENTS. 


LAYS  OF  PALESTINE:—  PAGE. 

1 1. 

II.                                                  ....  4. 

HI 7. 

IV.             9. 

V 12. 

VI 14. 

VII 17. 

VIII .....  20. 

IX 23. 

X.               26. 

XI 29. 

XII 32, 

XIII 36. 

XIV 39. 

XV 43. 

XVI 47 

XVII.  51. 


VU1.  CONTENTS. 

LAYS  OF  OTHER  LANDS  :—  PAGE. 

THE    ROSEBUD    OF    THE   VALLEY         .  .  .  .       57,  59. 

FRAGMENTS   OF    VERSE,  &C 83. 

TO    THE    RIVER    REUSS  .  .  .  .  .  .  93. 

BALLAD    .  .      .  .      .  .      .  .      .  .          94. 

SONNET       ..      ..       98. 

SONNET    ..      ....      ..      ..          99. 

FLOWERS    AMONG    THE    ALPINE    SNOWS  .  .  100. 

NOTES    TO    THE    LAYS    OF    OTHER    LANDS  105. 

MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES:— 

THE  MISSIONARY'S  FAREWELL        ..  ..         121. 
S.  CHRYSOSTOM  AND  HIS  MOTHER         .  .  125. 

SONNET  ..  ....  ..  ..  128. 

NATALIS        ..  ..  .  ;•'•          ..  ..  129. 

LINES    FROM    HORACE  ..  ..  ..   '         133. 

SONNET          .  .  .  .  ..  .  .  .  .  135. 

"  VINCIT    QUI    VIGILAT  "  136. 

TO    A.  L.  N.  137. 

A    FRAGMENT     .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  140. 

STANZAS  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  .  143. 


LAYS    OF    PALESTINE. 


LAYS    OF   PALESTINE, 


I. 


"  The  heavens  are  thine,  the  earth  also  is  thine :  as  for  the 
world  and  the  fulness  thereof,  thou  hast  founded  them. 

The  north  and  the  south  thou  hast  created  them  :  Tabor  and 
Hermon  shall  rejoice  in  thy  name." 

PSALM  Ixxxix.  11,  12. 


I. 

Father  of  Light  and  Love  ! 

Who  reign 'dst  enthron'd  above, 
Ere  this  fair  world  from,  dim  confusion  sprang ; 

Ere,  on  that  glorious  morn 

Which  hail'd  the  Earth  new-born, 
To  thee  the  angel-choirs  their  rapturous  anthem  sang. 
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II. 

Forth  went  from  Thee  the  word, 

Each  star  obedient  heard, 
And  high  in  heaven  with  silvery  radiance  shone ; 

Whilst,  by  its  Framer's  hand, 

In  beauteous  order  plann'd, 
The  .universe  proclaim  'd  Thy  co-eternal  Son ! 

III. 

Exultant  at  Thy  voice 

Tabor's  "  capt  heights"  rejoice, 
Whose  groves  the  air  with  balmy  fragrance  fill ; 

And,  fresh  from  flower  to  flower, 

At  morning's  opening  hour, 
On  Hermon's  steep  the  dew  doth  tremblingly  distil. 

IV. 

Amid  the  forest-trees, 

Fann'd  by  the  woodland  breeze, 

The  rustling  leaf-lets  whisper  forth  Thy  praise  ; 
Whilst,  on  each  winding  stream, 
Shelter' d  from  noon-tide  beam, 

To  Thee  the  murm  'ring  sound  of  adoration  plays. 
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V. 

O  shed  abroad  Thy  light, 

Till  flee  the  shades  of  night, 
And  prostrate  nations  own  Thy  sovereign  voice — 

Till  Earth's  remotest  bound 

The  note  of  praise  resound, 
And  ocean's  myriad  isles  in  Thy  great  name  rejoice. 
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II. 


"  Evening,  and  morning,  and  at  noon,  will  I  pray,  and  cry 
aloud :  and  he  shall  hear  my  voice." 

PSALM  Iv.  17. 

"  I  lift  up  my  soul  unto  thee." 

PSALM  cxliii.  8. 


I. 

When  in  the  kindling  eastern  sky 
The  radiant  hues  of  morning  shine, 

And  earth's  rich  beauties  testify 

The  hand  that  fashion 'd  them  divine ; 

When  my  rapt  eyes  these  glories  see, 

I  lift  my  soul,  O  God,  to  Thee. 
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II. 

When  '  neath  the  noon-beam's  sultry  ray 
The  herdsmen  seek  some  shadowy  nook, 

And  flocks  in  sportive  gambol  play, 

Where  freshly  winds  the  purling  brook 

Near  woodland  bower,  or  leafy  tree, 

I  lift  my  soul,  O  God,  to  Thee. 

III. 

When  '  mid  the  golden  clouds  of  heaven 
The  sun  sinks  gorgeously  to  rest, 

When  seeks  the  herd  its  fold  at  even, 
The  turtle-dove  her  balmy  nest ; 

When  day's  declining  shadows  flee, 

I  lift  my  soul,  O  God,  to  Thee. 

IV. 

When  fond  affection's  ties  are  riv'n, 
When  joys  depart,  and  Mercy  Js  rod 

Compels,  from  each  lov'd  idol  driven, 
My  wayward  heart  to  seek  its  God ; 

When  sorrow  bows  the  suppliant  knee, 

I  lift  my  chasten 'd  soul  to  Thee. 
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V. 

And  when  night's  mantle  shrouds  the  skies, 
And  hush'd  is  all  this  world  beneath, 

Sleepless,  to  Thee  my  musings  rise, 

In  whom  I  live,  and  move,  and  breathe  ; 

Ever  my  joy  and  portion  be, 

And  bid  my  soul  repose  on  Thee. 


III. 


"  As  the  hart  panteth  after  the  water-brooks,  so  panteth  my 
soul  after  thee,  O  God." 

PSALM  xlii.  1. 


I. 

The  trembling  hart,  with  toils  beset, 
Pants  for  the  cool  bright  rivulet ; 
So  longs  my  soul,  O  God,  to  see 
Thy  goodness,  power,  and  majesty. 

II. 

When  morning  gilds,  with  orient  beam, 
Each  leafy  bower,  each  rippling  stream — 
When  western  skies  encrimson'd  glow, 
Still  do  my  tears  unceasing  flow, 
While  heathen  hosts,  reproachfully, 
"  Where  is  thy  God?  "  insulting  cry. 
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III. 

When  on  these  things  I  silent  muse, 
Mine  eyes  their  copious  flood  diffuse ; 
How  oft,  upon  Thy  praise  intent, 
Amid  the  multitude  I  went, 
Within  Thy  temple's  wall 
To  hold  the  solemn  festival. 

IV. 

Why  sink,  my  soul,  in  deep  distress  ? 
Tho'  cares  afflict,  and  foes  oppress, 
I  yet  will  in  my  God  rejoice, 
His  praise  shall  swell  my  raptur'd  voice; 
His  love  hath  been,  and  e'er  shall  be, 
A  refuge  and  defence  for  me. 


IV. 


"  How  beautiful  upon  the  mountains  are  the  feet  of  him  that 

bringeth  good  tidings,  that  publisheth  peace  ; that 

saith  unto  Zion,  Thy  God  reigneth  !" 

ISAIAH  Hi.  7. 

"  Go  ye  therefore,  and  teach  all  nations." 

MATTHEW  xxviii.  19. 


I. 

Go  ye,  where'er  the  light  of  heaven 
Beams  on  this  barren  world  beneath, 

And  tell  of  sin  and  guilt  forgiven, 
Of  ransom  from  eternal  death  — 

And  bid  life's  gushing  waters  bless 

The  wastes  of  this  drear  wilderness. 
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II. 

How  beautiful,  on  Judah's  mountains, 
To  raise,  untired,  the  Gospel-song — 

How  beautiful,  at  Siloa's  fountains, 
The  note  of  gladness  to  prolong, 

Till  earth-born  care  and  conflict  cease 

Before  the  messengers  of  peace  ! 

III. 

Crush 'd  are  the  tendrils  of  the  vine, 

Which  ripen 'd  once  'neath  cloudless  skies, 

Over  the  hills  of  Palestine 

Each  scattered  branch  neglected  lies; 

To  their  lost  loveliness  once  more 

Those  long-forsaken  boughs  restore. 

IV. 

Go  to  each  near,  each  distant  isle, 

That  glitters  o'er  the  wide  expanse, 

And  bid  them  bask  beneath  the  smile 
Of  God's  approving  countenance, 

Till  o'er  the  earth,  and  far-spread  sea, 

Comes  up  the  year  of  Jubilee. 
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V. 

Go,  where  the  glorious  sun  doth  shine 
On  fairer  climes,  from  brighter  skies, 

And  tell  them  of  the  Name  Divine, 
And  help  the  prayer  of  faith  to  rise, 

Fann'd  by  the  breath  of  hope  and  love, 

And  welcomed  in  the  realms  above. 

VI. 

Go  !  stay  not !  till  each  fragrant  breeze 
That  whispers  through  the  vale  at  even, 

Waft  the  thanksgiving  melodies 

Of  souls  from  sin  redeemed  to  heaven ; 

Go  !  stay  not !  till  th'  immortal  Dove 

Wave  o'er  the  world  His  plumes  of  love  ! 


V. 


"  Although  the  fig-tree  shall  not  blossom,  neither  shall  fruit 
be  in  the  vines ;  the  labour  of  the  olive  shall  fail,  and  the 
fields  shall  yield  no  meat;  the  flock  shall  be  cut  off 
from  the  fold,  and  there  shall  be  no  herd  in  the  stalls : 

Yet  I  will  rejoice  in  the  Lord,  I  will  joy  in  the  God  of  my 
salvation." 

HABAKKUK  iii.  17,  18. 


I. 

Though,  on  each  sun-lit  hill  no  more 
Spread  the  rich  tendrils  of  the  vine, 
And  though  the  fig-tree 's  bloom  be  o'er 
In  the  glad  vales  of  Palestine ; 
A  nobler  pleasure  shall  be  mine, 
A  ray  of  that  celestial  glow 
Which  centres  at  the  Throne  Divine, 
Whence  choice  delights  unmingled  flow. 
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II. 

Though  heaven  no  kindly  influence  yield, 
Nor  genial  showers  their  moisture  lend, 
Nor  the  full  increase  of  the  field, 
In  Autumn  'neath  the  sickle  bend  ; 
'Tis  mine  to  know  a  loving  Friend, 
Who  views  His  own  with  pitying  eyes, 
While  to  His  ear  their  vows  ascend, 
Pure  as  accepted  sacrifice. 

III. 

And  though  the  flocks  at  even-tide, 
Obey  their  shepherd's  call  no  more, 
Though  want,  and  strife,  and  fear  abide, 
Where  peace  and  plenty  smil'd  before ; 
Though  every  earthly  joy  be  o'er, 
My  heart  shall  still  in  God  rejoice, 
His  mercy  now  and  ever-more 
Shall  rouse  to  song  my  grateful  voice. 


VI. 

'  Ichabod — The  Glory  is  departed  from  Israel." 

1  SAMUEL  iv.  21. 


I. 

Mute  is  the  harp,  and  hush'd  the  lay 

Of  Judah's  happier  hours, 
No  more  the  gales  of  freedom  play 

Around  her  joyless  bowers  ; 
No  more  within  her  festive  halls 

Rejoice  the  merry-hearted, 
Forsaken  are  her  crumbled  walls, 

"  The  glory  is  departed !  " 
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II. 

The  star  which  gems  the  brow  of  eve 

Shines  tranquil  and  serene, 
As  loth  those  favour' d  shores  to  leave 

Where  light  and  joy  have  been — 
Now  wander  on  another  strand 

Her  sons  from  Zion  parted, 
Lorn  exiles  from  their  native  land, 

"  The  glory  is  departed !  " 

III. 

As  lovely,  on  rejoicing  wings, 

Breaks  forth  the  orb  of  day, 
As  blithe  each  feather' d  warbler  sings, 

To  hail  the  welcome  ray, 
As  when  in  Judah's  joy-lit  eye 

No  tear  of  sorrow  started, 
Nor  told,  as  yet,  each  broken  tie, 

"  The  glory  is  departed  ! " 
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IV. 

The  Syrian  maiden  seeks  the  well, 

Her  cup  at  eve  to  fill, 
Their  flocks  the  anxious  shepherds  tell, 

By  many  a  bubbling  rill : 
But  Israel's  race  in  sorrow  wend 

From  their  lov'd  mountains  parted, 
Without  a  guide  their  steps  to  tend, 

"  The  glory  is  departed !  " 

V. 

But  soon  a  bright  and  cloudless  day 

Shall  their  sad  wand' rings  bless, 
When  forth  shall  burst,  with  healing  ray, 

The  Sun  of  Righteousness  ; 
To  cheer  the  captive's  lonely  cell, 

To  soothe  the  broken-hearted,  * 
Whose  mournful  plaints  no  more  shall  tell 

"  The  glory  is  departed !" 

*  Isaiah  Ixi.  1. 


VII. 


"  And  Saul  and  the  men  of  Israel  were  gathered  together,  and 
pitched  by  the  valley  of  Elah,  and  set  the  battle  in  array 
against  the  Philistines." 

1  SAMUEL  xvii.  2. 


I. 

In  Elah's  vale,*  at  summer  eve, 

The  pilgrim  oft  delays 
O'er  the  now-faded  joy  to  grieve 

Of  Israel's  brighter  days ; 
And  lingers  'neath  the  silent  shade 

Of  many  an  olive  wood, 
Where  once,  in  glitt'ring  lines  array 'd, 

Two  hostile  armies  stood. 

*  It  is  a  pretty  and  interesting-looking  spot ;  the  bottom  covered 
with  olive-trees.  Its  present  appearance  answers  exactly  to  the  des- 
cription given  in  Scripture,  for  nothing  has  ever  occurred  to  alter  the 
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II. 

In  Elah's  vale  a  brook's  cool  waves 

With  silv'ry  lustre  gleam, 
And  many  a  lovely  flow' ret  laves 

Its  blossom  in  the  stream ; 
The  murm'ring  bee  doth  revel  here, 

And,  in  the  sultry  ray, 
Oft  doth  the  way-worn  traveller 

His  parching  thirst  allay. 


appearance  of  the  country.  The  two  hills,  on  which  the  armies  of  the 
Israelites  and  Philistines  stood,  entirely  confine  it  on  the  right  and  left. 
The  very  brook,  whence  David  chose  him  five  smooth  stones,  (which 
has  been  noticed  by  many  a  thirsty  pilgrim  journeying  from  Jaffa  to 
Jerusalem)  still  flows  through  the  vale,  which  is  varied  with  banks 
and  undulations.  The  ruins  of  goodly  edifices  attest  the  religious 
veneration  entertained  in  later  periods  for  the  hallowed  spot ;  but  even 
these  are  now  become  so  insignificant  that  they  are  scarcely  discernible ; 
and  nothing  can  be  said  to  interrupt  the  native  dignity  of  this  memora- 
ble scene.— DB.  CLARKE'S  TRAVELS.  IV.  422.  CARNE'S  LETTERS, 
299.  300. 


LAYS    OF    PALESTINE.  19 

III. 

Here,  in  the  lapse  of  ages  fled, 

The  fearless  shepherd  took 
His  weapons  from  the  pebbly  bed 

Of  yon  pellucid  brook ; 
Upheld  by  energy  divine, 

As  sacred  records  tell — 
And  soon  the  giant  Philistine 

Before  the  stripling  fell. 

IV. 

Though  dim  be  Israel's  glories  now, 

And  her  lov'd  plains  forsaken, 
Hope  bids  us  stay  the  tear-drop's  flow, 
And  prayer's  deep  breath  awaken, 
That  soon  the  Bright  and  Morning  Star 

May  shed  a  healing  ray, 
The  harbinger,  to  realms  afar, 
Of  Israel's  happier  day. 

c  2 


VIII. 


"  She  hath  given  up  the  ghost ;    her  sun  is  gone  down  while 
it  was  yet  day." 

JEREMIAH  xv.  9. 

"  Turn  us  again,  O  LORD  God  of  hosts,  cause  thy  face  to  shine ; 
and  we  shall  be  saved." 

PSALM  Ixxx.  19. 


I. 

Tis  eventide ;  the  golden  tints  are  dying 
Along  the  horizon's  glowing  verge  away, 
Far  in  the  groves  the  nightingale  is  sighing 
Her  requiem  to  the  last  receding  ray ; 
And  still  thou  holdest  thy  appointed  way, — 
But  Salem' s  light  is  quench' d — Majestic  Sun! 
Her  beauteous  flock  hath  wander' d  far  astray, 
Taught  by  its  guides  the  path  of  life  to  shun ; 
Her  orb  hath  sunk  ere  yet  his  promis'd  course  was  run. 
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II. 

In  ages  past  all  glorious  was  thy  land, 
And  lovely  were  thy  borders,  Palestine ! 
The  dews  of  Heaven  outpour' d  their  influence  bland 
On  all  those  mountains  and  those  vales  of  thine  ; 
For  o'er  thy  coast  unclouded  then  did  shine 
The  light  of  God's  approving  countenance ; 
Rejoic'd  thy  nation  in  that  smile  divine, 
As  the  glad  waters  in  the  sunbeam  glance, 
And  bask  the  scatter' d  isles  o'er  Ocean's  blue  expanse. 

III. 

But  there  survives  a  tinge  of  glory  yet 
On  all  thy  pastures,  and  thy  heights  of  green, 
Which,  though  the  lustre  of  thy  day  hath  set, 
Tells  of  the  joy  and  splendour  which  have  been  ; 
So  some  proud  ruin,  'mid  the  desert  seen 
By  pilgrim  halting  on  his  path  awhile, 
Declares  how  once,  beneath  the  light  serene 
Of  brief  prosperity's  too  transient  smile, 
Uprose  in  grandeur  there  some  vast  imperial  pile. 
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IV. 

0  Thou !  Who  through  the  wilderness  of  old 
Thy  people  to  their  promised  rest  didst  bring, 
Hasten  the  days,  by  prophet-bards  foretold, 
When  roses  shall  again,  be  blossoming 
In  Sharon,  and  Siloa's  bubbling  spring 
Shall  murmur  freshly  at  the  noon-tide  hour, 
And  shepherd-hinds  in  Achor's  vale  shall  sing  * 
The  mysteries  of  that  redeeming  power, 
Which  did  their  ashes  change  for  beauty' s  sunniest  bower.  1 

V. 

Thou  hadst  a  plant  of  Thy  peculiar  choice  ; 
Though  nurs'd  awhile  on  an  unkindly  shore,  J 
Thou  mad'st  it  in  the  smile  of  Heaven  rejoice — 
But  the  rich  clusters  which  erewhile  it  bore, 
Now  purple  on  the  sun-lit  hills  no  more, 
The  wild  boar  hath  upon  its  branches  trod. 
Its  vanish' d  loveliness  again  restore, — 
Remove  it  from  this  chill  terrestrial  sod, 
To  adorn,  with  deathless  bloom,  the  paradise  of  God. 

*  Isaiah  Ixv.  10.  t  Isaiah  Ixi.  3.  J  Psalm  Ixxx. 


IX. 

'And  lo,  the  star,  which  they  saw  in  the  east,  went  before 
them,  till  it  came  and  stood  over  where  the  young  child 

was." 

MATTHEW  ii.  9. 


I. 

The  moon  shone  full  on  many  a  winding  stream, 
Which  flow'd  by  orange-grove  and  citron-bower, 
And  gently  kiss'd,  with  her  cold  tranquil  beam, 
On  Zion's  steep,  each  battlemented  tower  ; 
There,  'mid  the  pomp  of  luxury  and  power, 
The  voice  of  revelry  was  echoing  still  — 
While,  far  amid  the  vale,  at  that  lone  hour, 
The  shepherds  watch' d,  and,  from  a  neighb'ring  hill, 
Sooth' d  their  long  patient  guard  the  gushing  torrent  rill. 
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II. 

There  came  a  light,  upon  their  vigils  breaking, 
More  dazzling  than  at  morn  the  Eastern  sky ; 
Such  light  as  greets  the  ransom' d  spirit  waking 
Amid  the  mansions  of  eternity ; 
And  notes  of  such  celestial  melody 
Floated  around  them,  as  in  after  days 
The  Apostle  heard,  when  on  his  raptur'd  eye 
Rose  Zion's  Mount,  and  to  the  Lamb's  high  praise 
The  harpers  tun' d  their  harps,  the  new  glad  song  to  raise.* 

III. 

And  there  were  travellers,  journeying  from  afar 
With  Seba's  myrrh  and  Ophir's  rarest  gem, 
Led  by  the  guidance  of  a  radiant  star 
Where  rose  the  favour' d  heights  of  Bethlehem  ; 
For  shew'd  that  long-predicted  star  to  them 
A  new-born  Babe,  on  Whose  anointed  brow 
Should  shine  for  aye  the  kingly  diadem  — 
To  Whom  the  mingled  tribes  of  Earth  should  flow  — 
Each  tongue  should  utter  praise  —  each  prostrate  knee 
should  bow. 

*  Revelation  xiv.  1 — 3. 
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• 

IV. 

Awhile,  that  orb,  which  led  them  through  the  wild, 
O'er  a  lone  manger's  roof  delay'd  its  shining ; 
And  there  they  found  the  mother,  and  the  Child 
Meekly  upon  her  virgin-breast  reclining ; 
But  could  they,  Earth  and  Ocean's  gifts  combining, 
Present  a  worthy  offering  at  His  feet  ? 
The  Lord  of  Lords! — yet  graciously  inclining 
To  aid  lost  man  from  Heaven's  empyreal  seat, 
And,inHis  creatures'  stead, the  Law's  dread  curse  to  meet. 

V. 

There  had  been  one  who,  in  an  earlier  day,  * 
Had  view'd  that  planet  with  prophetic  eye, 
And  seen  it  gilding,  with  a  gentle  ray, 
The  darkling  shades  of  dim  futurity — 
The  starry  herald,  in  Judea's  sky, 
Of  Sov'reignty  to  fall'n  Jerusalem. 
Still  may  it  shine !   till  nations,  far  and  nigh, 
Yield  up  their  hosts  —  each  soul  a  living  gem  — 
To  deck,  through  countless  years,  Messiah's  diadem. 

*  Numbers  xxiv.  17. 


X. 


"  Awake,   awake ;  put  on   thy  strength,  O  Zion ;  put  on  thy 
beautiful  garments,  O  Jerusalem,  the  holy  city!  " 

ISAIAH  lii.  1. 

"  And  the  Gentiles  shall  come  to  thy  light,  and  kings  to  the 
brightness  of  thy  rising. 

Lift  up  thine  eyes  round  about,  and  see :  all  they  gather  them- 
selves together,  they  come  to  thee." 

ISAIAH  Ix.  3,  4. 

"  Sing  and  rejoice,  O  daughter  of  Zion  :  for,  lo,  I  come,  and  I 
will  dwell  in  the  midst  of  thee,  saith  the  Lord. " 

ZECHARIAH  ii.  10. 


I. 

Daughter  of  Zion  !  gird  thy  pomp  around  thee ! 
From  dust  and  ashes  raise  thy  widow' d  brow  — 
Break  from  the  fetters  which  so  long  have  bound  thee, 
And  cast  thy  weeds  of  sadness  from  thee  now ; 
Gaze  on  the  plains  beneath  thee !  —  canst  not  thou 
Discern  th'  approaching  myriads  far  and  near  ? 
To  thee  they  press,  and  at  thy  feet  they  bow ; 
Comes  not  sweet  melody  upon  thine  ear, 
Softer  than  seraph  lutes  from  some  celestial  sphere  ? 
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II. 

Daughter  of  Zioii !  thou  hast  wander' d  long 
Amid  the  trackless  mazes  of  the  wild, 
But  thy  return  hath  been  with  joy  and  song, 
And  blissful  foretastes  have  thy  path  beguil'd  ; 
And  as  the  rose  the  wilderness  hath  smil'd,* 
To  thee  its  stores  of  fragrant  odours  bringing  ; 
And,  as  of  old  for  Hagar's  dying  child, 
Pure  rills  have  gush'd,  amid  the  desert  springing, 
And  o'er  the  parched  waste  a  healing  moisture  flinging,  f 

III. 

Daughter  of  Zion !    lone  and  desolate 
Thy  house  hath  been  left  to  thee ;  but  the  sigh 
Of  those  who  long  have  mourn' d  thy  sad  estate 
Hath  ris'n,  soft  as  incense-cloud  on  high, 
And  been  remember' d.     Who  are  these  that  fly 
As  doves  to  their  own  windows  ?  J     Not  the  foam 
Of  intervening  billows,  nor  the  sky 
Of  other  climes,  can  chase  the  thought  of  home 
From  the  lorn  wand'  rer '  s  heart,  where'  er  his  feet  may  roam . 

*  Isaiah  xxxv.  1.  t  Isaiah  xxxv.  7.  I  Isaiah  Ix.  8. 
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IV. 

Daughter  of  Zion !    o'er  the  distant  isles 
Brood  the  soft  plumes  of  the  Eternal  Dove ; 
Earth's  teeming  breast  and  Ocean's  countless  smiles* 
Welcome  the  reign  of  universal  love ; 
And  righteousness  hath  look'd  from  Heav'n  above — f 
And  Israel's  countless  hosts,  no  more  forsaken, 
On  to  their  land,  like  billowy  surges,  move, — 
Though  long  by  storm  and  whirling  tempest  shaken — 
Once  more  in  Salem' s  courts  the  note  of  praise  to  waken. 

V. 

Daughter  of  Zion !  thy  Redeemer  reigns  ; 
The  banish' d  exile  seeks  his  native  shore  ; 
The  ransom' d  captive  casts  away  his  chains ; 
And  war,  forgotten,  shall  be  learn' d  no  more ;  £ 
And  Earth's  vast  tribes  shall  gratefully  adore 
(Under  the  vine  and  fig-tree,  §  when  the  beam 
Of  morning  doth  its  welcome  radiance  pour, 
And  the  bright  star  of  quiet  eve  doth  gleam,) 
Him  Who  His  life  hath  given — His  Israel  to  redeem. 

*  ^schyl.  Prom.  Vinct.  80.  t  Psalm  Ixxxv.  11. 

J  Isaiah  i\  4.  §  Micah  iv.  4. 


XI. 

"  And  Moses  went  up  from  the  plains  of  Moab  unto  the 
mountain  of  Nebo,  to  the  top  of  Pisgah." 

DEUTERONOMY  xxxiv.  see  vv.  1 — 4. 


I. 

He  stood  on  Pisgah 's  rocky  brow, 
And  with  a  meek  submissive  eye 

Surveyed  the  landscape  which  below 
Spread  its  rich  beauties  far  and  nigh. 

The  Prophet  knew  his  hopes  had  fled, — 

His  days  on  earth  were  numbered. 
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II. 

He  gazed  upon  that  blessed  land, 

Where,  'neath  the  vine's  delicious  bower 

All  clustering  to  the  gleaner's  hand — 
They  would  beguile  the  sun-set  hour — 

What  time  the  silver  star  of  eve 

The  wearied  oxen  doth  relieve. 

II. 

He  look'd  where  Gilead's  groves  of  balm 
The  perfum'd  breeze  with  odours  fill; 

He  look'd  on  many  a  stately  palm 
Shadowing  each  cool  pellucid  rill, 

Where  the  faint  wand'rer  would  delay, 

And  gratefully  his  thirst  allay. 

IV. 

He  look'd  up  to  the  azure  sky, 

Which  canopied  that  glorious  clime ; 

He  view'd,  with  clear  prophetic  eye, 
The  dawning  of  a  distant  time, 

When  Jesse's  BRANCH  should  wide  expand 

A  healing  fragrance  o'er  the  land. 
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V. 

And  is  the  hope  for  ever  fled, 

Which  bade  his  thoughts  of  sadness  flee  ? 
And  may  he  not  those  regions  tread, 

Which  his  rapt  eyes  rejoice  to  see  ? 
He  breathes  from  far  their  balmy  air — 
But  ah  !  he  ne'er  shall  enter  there ! 

VI. 
He  ne'er  shall  join  the  song  of  praise 

On  many  a  dew-besprinkTd  steep  ; 
He  ne'er  shall  list  the  shepherd-lays 

Of  those  who  tend  their  beauteous  sheep, 
When  golden  hues  of  eve  decline 
O'er  the  rich  vales  of  Palestine. 

VII. 
Yet,  all  in  love,  the  mighty  hand, 

Which  beckons  him  from  Earth  away, 
Points  onward  to  a  brighter  land, 

Ilium' d  by  one  unfading  day  — 
He  quits  a  scene  with  tumult  riven, 
For  the  unruffl'd  calm  of  Heaven. 


XII. 


"And  he  brought  him  forth  abroad,  and  said,  Look  now 
toward  heaven,  and  tell  the  stars,  if  thou  be  able  to 
number  them :  and  he  said  unto  him,  So  shall  thy  seed 

be." 

GENESIS  xv.  5. 


I. 

How  beautiful  is  night !  — 
When  not  a  leaf  doth  rustle  in  the  bower, 
And  not  a  breeze  disturbs  the  silent  hour, 

How  beautiful  is  night ! 

II. 

When,  in  her  orbit  high, 
The  fair  moon  floats  along  th'  expanse  of  blue, 
Fringing  each  purple  cloud  with  silv'ry  hue, 

Pale  regent  of  the  sky  ! 
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III. 

When  all  beneath,  is  still, 
Save  the  wild  torrent,  on  its  downward  flow, 
Or,  gently  plashing  to  the  dells  below, 

Where  falls  the  echoing  rill. 

IV. 

Ye  distant  orbs,  shine  on  ! 
The  Patriarch's  gaze  is  fix'd  upon  you  now, 
Upward  he  turns  his  venerable  brow ; 

Ye  distant  orbs,  shine  on ! 

V. 

He,  Who  in  elder  days 

Fed  your  dark  spheres  from  Light 's  exhaustless  Fount, 
All-gracious,  bids  His  favoured  servant  count 

Your  mild  and  midnight  rays. 

D 
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VI. 

And  lo!  the  promise  given — 
That,  numberless  as  yon  pale  stars  on  high 
Shall  be  the  Patriarch's  posterity — 

Is  registered  in  heaven. 

VII. 

And  those  bright  orbs  have  shone, 
Full  many  an  age,  on  Hermon's  dewy  mountains, 
And  gently  quiver 'd  on  Siloa's  fountains  — 

But  Israel's  sons  are  gone. 

VIII. 

In  dim  obscurity 

They  long  have  wander' d  from  their  home  of  gladness, 
But  soon  shall  rise  upon  their  night  of  sadness, 

The  day-spring  from  on  high. 
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IX. 

And  with  a  brighter  ray 
Shall  the  redeemed  sons  of  Israel  gem, 
Through  countless  years,  Messiah's  diadem, 

In  realms  of  cloudless  day.  ' 


D  2 


XIII. 

'  I  will  not  fail  thee,  nor  forsake  thee." 

JOSHUA  i.  5. 


I. 


I  will  not  leave  thee,  when  the  sound 
Of  Battle  rends  the  concave  o  'er  thee, 

When  heaves  the  tide  of  strife  around, 

And  wave  the  crested  plumes  before  thee ; 

Thou  still  shalt  find  a  helper  nigh, 

And  spoil  the  strong  of  victory ; 

Myriads  thy  single  arm  shall  shun, 

And  thousands  flee  the  blade  of  one ! 
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II. 

I  will  not  leave  thee,  when  the  hours 

Of  balmy  Peace  return  again, 
When  'neath  the  shade  of  orange-bowers 

Rises  at  eve  the  dulcet- strain ; 
Firm  as  the  everlasting  hills, 
Where  gush  the  deep  perennial  rills, 
The  promis'd  blessing  shall  endure, 
Through  lapse  of  countless  ages  sure. 

III. 

I  will  not  leave  thee,  when  the  night 

Of  Sorrow  weighs  thy  spirit  down, 
Thou  shalt  discern  some  purpose  bright 

Shrouded  beneath  the  dark'ning  frown ; 
When  pass  the  transient  clouds  away 
Before  the  bright  sun's  welcome  ray, 
Upon  their  dim  expanse  shall  glow 
The  hues  of  Love's  own  covenant  Bow ! 
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IV. 

I  will  not  leave  thee,  when  the  smile 

Of  prosperous  Joy's  too-fleeting  day 
Would  thy  unstable  soul  beguile, 

And  lead  thy  erring  feet  astray; 
If  Hope's  glad  flower  around  thee  fling 
Its  blossoms  cold  and  withering, 
Mercy  shall  bid  thee  school  thine  heart 
From  Earth's  deceitful  wiles  to  part. 

V. 

I  will  not  leave  thee,  when  the  dew 

Of  Death  upon  thy  brow  lies  chill, 
When  fades  this  world  upon  thy  view, 

And  the  weak  pulse  grows  faint  and  still ; 
When  crumbles  to  its  native  clay 
Thine  Earth-born  tenement  away, 
Thy  soul  shall  bathe  its  eagle-sight 
In  Heaven's  own  blessed  fields  of  light ! 


XIV. 

"How  are  the  mighty  fallen  in  the  midst  of  the  battle!  O 
Jonathan,  thou  wast  slain  in  thine  high  places. 

I  am  distressed  for  thee,  my  brother  Jonathan." 

2  SAMUEL  i.  25,  26. 


I. 

Home  of  the  mighty !  thou  art  desolate, 
And  shorn  of  those  glad  beams  which  flung  around  thee 
The  transient  radiance  of  thine  high  estate, 
Ere  yet  the  dimness  of  despair  had  found  thee  ; 
And  thine  own  cherish' d  ones  lie  scatter' d  round  thee, 
Like  broken  scions  by  their  parent-stem — 
Quench' d  are  the  spirits  whose  rich  lustre  crown' d  thee, 
And  rayless  now  is  Saul's  own  diadem, 
As  no  anointed  brow  had  worn  its  glitt'ring  gem ! 
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II. 

Shield  of  the  mighty  !  thou  art  cast  away 

On  sad  Gilboa's  mountain,  and  the  dew 

Rusts  on  that  shiver 'd  blade  whose  flashing  ray 

O'er  steel-clad  forms  a  withering  panic  threw, 

And  in  the  thickest  fight  its  thousands  slew ; 

And  nerveless  is  the  arm,  and  dim  the  eye 

Which  o'er  the  field,  like  glance  of  lightning,  flew  ; 

And  stain' d  the  trampled  plume  whose  crimson  dye 

Was  Israel's  standard  'mid  the  the  Battle's  raging  cry. 

.  * 

III. 

And  you,  ye  mountains !  whose  insensate  rock 
Is  purpled  with  their  life-drops,  if  it  be 
That,  still  unharm'd  by  storm  or  earthquake's  shock, 
Ye  tower  on  high  in  sullen  majesty, 
Yet  shall  each  living  thing  your  deserts  flee — 
Your  wastes,  unmoisten'd  by  a  genial  shower, 
Shall  yield  no  vestige  of  fertility, 
Nor  balmy  dew-drops  tempt  some  gentle  flower 
To  wreathe,  amid  the  wild,  an  unfrequented  bower. 
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IV. 

My  brother  Jonathan  ! — and  could  I  shed 
O'er  thy  unpitied  corse  no  heart- wrung  tear  ? 
And  when  from  Earth  thy  gentle  spirit  fled, 
Was  none  to  soothe  thy  parting  anguish  near  ? 
And  did  I  wait  from  others'  lips  to  hear 
Of  Israel's  host  before  the  victor  driv'n, — 
That  host  once  strong  in  God  nor  mov'd  by  fear — 
Now  scatter' d  'neath  the  vengeful  wrath  of  Heav'n, 
Whilst  I  bewail  our  ties  and  fond  affections  riv'n. 

V. 

I  view  each  scene  where  we  have  met  and  parted, 
Where  thou  wert  wont  to  soothe,  or  I  to  grieve — 
When  in  mine  eye  the  tear  of  sorrow  started, 
And  thy  sweet  words  of  peace  I  would  receive ; 
I  look  upon  the  silent  star  of  eve, 
Shining  in  dewy  loneliness  above, 
And  fancy  loves  the  blissful  thought  to  weave, 
That,  if  beyond  those  dim  spheres  thou  dost  move, 
Thou  sheddest  some  kind  glance  on  him  thy  soul  did  love. 
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VI. 

And  all  the  cherish 'd  words  which  thou  hast  spoken 
I  seem  to  hear  again ;  they  are  to  me 
Like  a  wild  harp's  sweet  tones  by  distance  broken, 
Which  murmur  notes  of  softest  harmony — 
But  not  again  thine  own  lov'd  form  I  see 
Our  mutual  sympathies  and  joys  to  share ; 
Yet  earth  is  lovely  as  it  us'd  to  be, 
And  hills  and  groves  their  wonted  beauty  wear ; 
Our  haunts  are  still  the  same — thou  only  art  not  there  ! 

VII. 

Thy  love  was  dearer  to  me  than  the  bloom 
Of  the  young  heart's  affection,  when  its  ray 
Is  yet  undimm'd  by  desolation's  gloom — 
And  thou,  ere  yet  the  promise  of  thy  day 
Had  been  fulfill 'd,  art  gone  !  yet  who  shall  say 
That  the  fond  chain,  which  bound  our  hearts  in  one, 
Is  snapp'd  for  ever  ?     Hope  doth  point  the  way 
To  brighter  regions,  and  to  love  unknown, 
Save  only  in  the  light  of  God's  eternal  Throne ! 


XV. 

"  And  Ruth  said,  Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee,  or  to  return 
from  following  after  thee  :  for  whither  thou  goest,  I  will 
go  ;  and  where  thou  lodgest,  I  will  lodge :  thy  people  shall 
be  my  people,  and  thy  God  my  God : 

Where  thou  diest,  will  I  die,  and  there  will  I  be  buried." 

RUTH  i.  16,  17. 


I. 

Intreat  me  not !  I  may  not  heed 

That  gentle  voice  which  bids  me  stay, 
Nor  can  I  view  thy  form  recede, 

And  still  among  these  vales  delay — 
No  soothing  tongue  would  murmur  near  thee 

.  And  bid  thy  tear-drops  cease  to  flow ; 
No  sympathizing  look  would  cheer  thee 
Beneath  thy  whelming  weight  of  woe. 
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II. 

The  cherish' d  scenes  of  child-hood's  glee, 
The  vine-clad  bower,  the  gushing  rill, 

Have  lost  their  joyousness  for  me  ; 

Nor  sound  the  notes  of  welcome  still — 

Which,  for  us  home- returning,  flung 

In  happier  days  their  sound  of  gladness, 

Ere  yet  the  untutor'd  heart  was  wrung 
By  the  keen  throb  of  anguish' d  sadness. 

III. 

Each  cord  which  bound  me  to  the  home 

Of  infancy  is  reft  and  broken, 
Nor,  ere  in  other  lands  I  roam, 

Is  there  some  wish  or  word  unspoken, 
Which,  when  from  dearest  friends  we  part, 

Bids  us  delay  the  sad  farewell, 
Or  brings  a  pang  to  each  lone  heart, 

Which  only  they  who  feel  may  tell. 
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IV. 

Cease,  then,  my  mother — urge  me  not — 

Nor  turn  me  from  my  fix'd  intent ; 
Though  heaven,  to  cheer  our  darksome  lot, 

No  solitary  sunbeam  lent — 
Though  through  some  lone  and  cheerless  wild 

Our  path  untrack'd,  unguided,  lay, — 
I'd  deem  the  joyless  desert  smil'd, 

If  but  with  thee  I  urg'd  my  way. 

V. 

With  thee  I'll  bear  the  sultry  sky 

Of  burning  noon,  or  when  the  dove 
Murmurs  at  eve  her  lullaby, 

Far  in  some  deep  sequester' d  grove, 
Upon  the  flow'ry  turf  I'll  spread 

The  choicest  fruits  which  summer' knows, 
Or  smoothe  for  thee  a  leafy  bed, 

And  anxious  watch  thy  calm  repose. 
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VI. 

My  mother !  I  will  learn  from  thee 

To  tremble  at  the  Name  Divine, 
Thy  cherish' d  home  my  home  shall  be, 

I'll  know  no  other  God  but  thine ; 
And  when  in  death  thy  lov'd  form  bends, 

I  still  will  near  thy  couch  delay, 
True  as  the  gentle  star  which  tends 

The  parting  smile  of  eve's  decay. 


XVI. 


"And  he  was  buried  in  his  own  house  in  the  wilderness." 

1  KINGS  ii.  34. 


I. 

His  grave  is  in  the  desert !     There  he  lies 

Unwept,  unhonour'd — save  by  those  who  know 

The  anguish' d  heart  which  mourns  o'er  broken  ties, 
E'en  though  the  hand  of  Justice  deal  the  blow ; 

The  night- wind  murmurs  through  the  boughs  which  wave 

A  leafy  screen  o'er  Joab's  lowly  grave. 
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II. 

His  grave  is  in  the  desert !  'Twas  not  so 
In  the  glad  days  of  his  blithe  infancy, 

When  all  uncheck'd  was  mirth's  unmingled  flow, 
And  all  undimm'd  the  sunshine  of  his  glee  — 

Ere  yet  ambition  her  bright  lures  had  spread, 

Or  boyhood's  blissful  dream  had  vanished. 

III. 
His  grave  is  in  the  desert !  'Twas  not  so 

In  the  full  vigour  of  life's  early  prime, 
When  each  sweet  feeling  that  the  heart  can  know 

Heighten 'd  the  lustre  of  that  golden  time; 
Ere  sad  experience  had  taught  the  truth 
Which  breaks  not  on  the  careless  gaze  of  youth. 

IV. 

His  grave  is  in  the  desert !     Can  it  be 

That  he  who  led  the  flower  of  that  brave  host 

To  many  a  field,  and  bade  the  vanquish 'd  flee, 
And  whose  victorious  arm  was  Israel's  boast — 

That  he  at  length  must  lie  neglected  here, 

As  though  no  denizen  of  this  cold  sphere  ? 
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V. 

'  Tis  even  so.     His  hand  was  dy  'd  with  blood — 
Blood  of  the  innocent,  who  did  confide, 

And  found  him  treach'rous — men  who  oft  had  stood 
In  fight  as  dauntless,  and  of  hearts  more  tried ; 

And  madly  did  he  dream  that  they  could  die 

Unpitied  by  JEHOVAH'S  piercing  eye ! 

VI. 

That  eye  beheld;  and  though  his  tide  of  crime 
Was  suffer 'd  for  a  while  uncheck'd  to  flow, 

And  though  men  deem'd  him  happy  in  his  time, 
Nor  car 'd  the  spring  of  his  success  to  know, 

Yet  were  his  sins  recorded,  and  decreed 

His  speedy  fall — th'  impenitent  sinner's  meed. 

VII. 

His  grave  is  in  the  desert !     Holy  men 

Have  deem'd,  in  many  ages,  that  the  wild 

Neath  Heaven's  own  canopy,  the  rocky  glen 
Are  meet  abodes  for  God's  devoted  child ; 

And  yet  amid  those  wastes,  beneath  those  skies, 

The  corse,  perchance,  of  many  a  felon  lies. 

E 
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VIII. 

His  grave  is  in  the  desert !     O  if  he 

Should  yet  have  been  repentant ! — But  no  more. 
Ere  the  brief  day  of  visitation  flee, 

Be  it  our's  the  arm  of  mercy  to  implore ; 
And  where soe'er  these  mortal  frames  decay, 
Our  souls  shall  bask  in  heaven's  unclouded  day. 


XVII. 

'  In  the  eighteenth  year  of  Adrian,  the  whole  pressure  of 
the  war  having  become  concentrated  about  Bitthera  (a 
very  strong  fort  not  far  from  Jerusalem ; )  the  blockade 
without  having  been  protracted  through  a  considerable 
space  of  time,  and  the  rebels  within  reduced  to  the  last 
extremity  by  thirst  and  famine ;  the  author  of  the  sedition, 
too,  having  paid  the  penalty  of  his  crime ;  the  whole 
nation  of  the  Jews  was  excluded,  by  a  decree  of  the 
Emperor,  from  the  territory  about  Jerusalem,  so  that 
they  were  not  permitted,  even  from  a  distance,  to  behold 
their  native  soil.  Such  is  the  account  given  by  Aristo 
of  Pella." 

EUSEBIUS.    ECCLES.  HIST.    iv.    6. 


I. 

When  far  we  wander  from  the  scenes  of  home, 
Where  pass'd  the  days  of  our  glad  infancy, 
How  doth  the  hope  refresh  us,  as  we  roam, 
Once  more  the  dear  abode  of  youth  to  see — 
Though  a  long  space  must  intervene  ere  we 
Again  revisit  haunts  we  lov'd  so  well ! 
But  when  the  exile  from  his  home  doth  flee, 
Nor  hopes  again  beneath  its  sky  to  dwell, 
How  pines  the  sinking  heart,  and  grieves  to  say  farewell ! 

E  2 
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II. 

The  royal  wand'rer,  from  his  own  lov'd  home 
Detain' d  afar  full  many  a  weary  day, 
Would  watch,  at  eve,  the  bright  and  billowy  foam 
Of  waters  basking  in  the  azure  bay, 
And  long  for  some  good  bark  to  float  away 
O'er  the  dim  seas,  and  in  his  stately  pile 
Salute  his  dear  ones  ;  e'en  a  longer  stay 
Where  then  he  was  perchance  he  might  beguile, 
Could  he  but  see  the  smoke  rise  from  his  native  isle.  * 

III. 

So  felt  the  Jew  of  old  by  Babel's  streams, 
He  thought,  and  wept,  on  Zion ;  nor  to  him 
Seem'd  fair  those  towers  on  which  the  sunset-beams 
Flung  richest  radiance,  for  he  knew  how  dim 
That  fane  where  erst  between  the  cherubim 
Th'  Eternal  Presence  brooded,  when  a  cloud 
Roll'd  through  the  temple,  and  the  swelling  hymn 
Pour'd  forth  its  notes  of  gladness  long  and  loud, 
Whilst  on  the  pavement  mute  adoring  myriads  bow'd. 

*  Odyssey  i.  57,  58. 
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IV. 

Better  to  die  upon  the  battle-plain 
Unwept,  unsepulchred,*  than  live  a  slave, 
Nor  hope  to  see  his  native  vales  again — f 
Nor  slumber  in  his  own  ancestral  grave ; 
The  cedars  yet  on  Lebanon  might  wave, 
The  dews  yet  glisten  on  the  mountain- steep, 
The  wearied  hind  his  burning  brow  might  lave 
At  palmy  rill,  and  shepherd  fold  his  sheep  — 
He  could  but  view  those  scenes  thro'  memory's  glass, 

and  weep ! 
*  x  x  *  * 

V. 

The  blade  of  vengeance  once  again  is  bar'd ; 
Their  land  is  left  unto  them  desolate ; 
A  sordid  remnant,  which  the  victor  spar'd, 
Hath  ris'n,  with  hope  of  wrongs  retrieved  elate, 
By  an  impostor  led.     The  stroke  of  fate 

*  Eurip.  Hecuba.  30. 

t  "  Weep  ye  not  for  the  dead,  neither  bemoan  him  :  but  weep  sore  for 
him  that  goeth  away :  for  he  shall  return  no  more,  nor  see  his  native 
country."— JEREMIAH,  xxii.  10. 
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Hath  quench' d  the  lustre  of  his  boasted  ray  ;  * 
This  last  rebellious  act  doth  consummate 
Their  crime,  and  they  must  wander  far  away, 
Nor  longer  'mid  the  wreck  of  vanish 'd  glories  stray ; 

VI. 

Nor  even  from  some  distant  spot  behold 
The  ground  where  once  the  holy  city  rose, 
Where  gleam' d  the  sun  athwart  its  domes  of  gold, 
The  hallow' d  place  which  erst  JEHOVAH  chose — 
Thou  wilt  not,  LORD  !  thine  ear  of  mercy  close 
To  those  who  mourn  repentant,  nor  forget 
Thy  people  harass' d  by  contending  foes ; 
And  Thou  wilt  bid  their  sun,  which  long  hath  set, 
Arise  with  ruddier  glow  and  lasting  brightness  yet ! 


*  "  The  leader  of  the  Jews  at  this  time  was  one  Barchochebas  (the 
name  signifies  a  STAII,)  a  rapacious  and  blood-thirsty  miscreant,  but  a 
man  who  contrived  to  impose  upon  his  followers  (a  set  of  slaves)  by  his 
name ;  as  though,  forsooth,  he  had  come  down  like  a  star  from  heaven, 
to  cheer  them  in  their  oppressed  condition." — EUSEBIUS.  ECCLES.  HIST. 
iv.  6. 
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THE  ROSEBUD  OF  THE  VALLEY. 


THE  VAL  ANZASCA,  which  takes  its  name  from  the 
stream  of  the  Anza,  is  perhaps  the  most  beautiful  valley 
on  the  Italian  side  of  the  Alps.  The  magnificent 
views  which  it  affords  of  the  Monte  Rosa  are  among 
its  chief  attractions.  The  Valley  will  be  seen  to  the 
greatest  advantage,  if  it  be  enter' d  from  Pie  di 
Muliera,  which  lies  at  a  short  distance  from  Domo 
d'Ossola,  the  first  town  on  the  Italian  side  of  the 
Simplon  Pass.  Brockedon  has  written  a  delightful 
account  of  his  route  through  this  beautiful  valley, 
but  he  passed  into  it  from  Switzerland, — in  the 
opposite  direction  to  that  here  recommended. 

It  will  be  seen  that  the  object  of  the  following 
Poem  is  not  only  to  celebrate  the  charming  scenery 


58  LAYS    OF    OTHER    LANDS. 

of  the  Val  Anzasca,  and  to  embalm,  as  it  were,  many 
happy  recollections ;  but  (in  one  or  two  brief  por- 
tions at  least,)  to  indicate  the  frame  of  mind  best 
fitted  to  enjoy, — and  indeed  alone  capable  of  truly 
enjoying — the  beauties  of  nature. 

1846. 


THE  ROSEBUD  OF  THE  VALLEY. 


A    FRAGMENT. 


I. 

The  sun-set  of  a  summer's  day 

Lengthen' d  the  shades  in  Anza's  dell, 
As,  halting  on  my  weary  way, 

I  sought  a  hospitable  cell 
On  which  the  longing  eye  might  trace 
Somewhat  that  spoke  a  resting-place ; 
Worn  was  my  frame,  and  well-inclin'd 
For  the  repose  which  wilTd  my  mind, — 
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And  though,  for  wight  e'en  sorer-press' d, 
'  Twas  scarce  the  place  or  hour  of  rest — 
Yet  that  had  need  to  break  its  fast, 
And  this  to  muse  upon  the  past. 
The  beauties  which  had  charm' d  my  way, 
The  forms  which  I  had  seen  that  day, 
Fresh  on  my  recollection  lay ;  — 
Nor,  as  its  flow  hath  hurried  on, 
Is  all  their  early  sweetness  gone, 
As  scatter 'd  blossoms  downward  glide 
On  a  fair  streamlet's  deep'ning  tide, 
Yet  somewhat  of  those  stores  retain, 
Which  scented  all  the  twilight-plain ;  — 
The  scene,  which  open'd  on  the  sight, 
From  Cima  di  Muliera's  height, — 
That  glorious  valley,  which  combines 

All  charms  in  one  delicious  view, — 
Its  chestnut-groves  and  terrac'd- vines, 

The  foaming  Anza,  flashing  through 
A  rocky  dell  which  winds  among 
The  bases  (at  its  channel  meeting 
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As  if  to  bid  the  torrent  greeting,) 

Of  slopes  with  noblest  trees  o'erhung; — 

Slopes,  which  for  many  a  league  up-tower 

In  one  long  bloom  of  loveliness, — 
One  brightly-green  umbrageous  bower 

In  nature's  luxury  of  dress — 
Projecting  far — receding  nigher — 

In  lines  of  interchanging  shade, 
Dotted  with  cot  and  village-spire, 

Till,  in  the  distance  far  displayed, — 
Crowning  that  gorgeous  vista — glows 
The  Monte  Rosa's  crest  of  snows  ! 

II. 

Queen  of  the  Alps  !    what  tongue  may  tell, — 
Or  pencil  paint  with  touches  true  — 

The  glories  of  that  magic  dell, 

Where  thou  dost  burst  upon  the  view, 

Leaving  the  fascinated  sense 

Enthrall 'd  by  thy  magnificence  ? — 

Whether  thy  sun-lit  peaks  on  high 
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Glitter  against  the  deep  blue  sky, 
Or  blush,  like  summer's  loveliest  rose, 
Ere  Evening's  dewy  eyelids  close ; — 
Or  by  thin  fleecy  clouds  o'erhung, — 
As  though  a  silvery  veil  were  flung 
To  shroud,  from  wond'ring  eyes  below, 
The  lustre  of  thy  virgin-snow, 
Which  gleams,  the  more  magnificent, 
Where  breezes  have  the  thin  veil  rent — 
Fain  would  the  wand'rer  weave  for  thee 
Some  little  strain  of  minstrelsy ! 
Queen  of  the  Alps  !  for  faery  race 
This  vale  might  be  a  dwelling-place, 
Rich  in  its  bowers,  and  leafy  screen 
Of  tangled  shrubs,  and  mazes  green, 
And  in  its  radiant  canopy — 
Soft  Italy's  delicious  sky!  — 
In  dells,  which  echo  far  along, 
The  bubbling  Anza's  jocund  song, — 
And  spots,  from  which  the  gazing  eye 
Pays  homage  to  thy  peerless  majesty ! 
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III. 

The  last  faint  streaks  of  twilight  wan'd, 
As  Macugnaga's  glen  I  gain'd, 
And  long  was  strain' d  my  eager  sight 
For  halting-place  and  rest  that  night ; 
At  length  a  little  cot  uprear'd 

Its  rustic  front, — it  was  the  Inn — 
And  at  a  wicket-gate  appeared 

The  host,  who  bade  me  enter  in ; 
Nor,  as  the  hour  was  waxing  late, 
Did  I  for  further  welcome  wait. 
I  sat  me  down — he  from  his  store 
Brought  out  his  best — what  could  he  more  : 
"  Come,  taste  this  chamois — none  of  mine — 

But  from  the  wild  glens  of  the  Swiss, 
And  pledge  me  well  in  this  good  wine, 

Castiglione's  vintage  this. 
Castiglione ! — whose  sweet  dell 
Might  many  a  tale  of  fondness  tell, 
Of  vows  beneath  the  moon-beam  given, 
And  mazy  dance  at  summer-even. " 
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IV. 

We  ate  and  quaff 'd,  and  merrily — 
As  oft — did  then  the  moments  fly. 
I  spoke  of  many  a  sunny  glade, 
Rich  in  its  glitt'ring  chestnut- shade, — 
Of  beauteous  hills  and  trellis' d- vines, 
And  each  sweet  spot,  where  brightly  shines 
The  genial  sun,  when  towering  high 
At  noon- tide  in  the  deep  blue  sky, — 
When  Monte  Rosa's  peaks  of  snow 
Dazzle  the  wand'rer's  gaze  below — 
Calasca's  heights  of  brightest  green, 
And  sweet  Vanzone's  walnut-screen  ; 
And  then  I  talk'd  of  smiling  faces, 
Such  as  might  e'en  befit  the  Graces, — 
And  delicate  forms,  and  voices  sweet, 
Like  those  in  Cashmere's  vale  which  greet 
The  dreamy  trav'ller  as  he  hies 
'Mid  bowers  which  breathe  of  Paradise, 
Or,  wearied  with  his  toil,  reposes 
Upon  its  carpeting  of  roses. 
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A  smile  upon  his  features  play'd, 

And  thus,  well-pleas' d,  he  answer  made  : — 

V. 

"  Come  to  our  Festa ;  you  shall  see 
The  loveliest  of  our  maidens  there, 

And  you  will  marvel  if  there  be 
Any  to  rival  them  elsewhere ; — 

Bright  in  Val  Sesia  bloom  the  flowers, 

But  none  are  beautiful  as  ours. 

All  at  San  Carlo's  shrine  will  meet, — 

And  many  a  fair  her  lov'd  one  greet — 

With  sleeves  of  white  and  vest  of  blue, 

And  flowery  wreaths  of  varied  hue ; 

And  then  a  rose-bud  coronet 

Will  on  the  brows  of  her  be  set 

Who  shall  from  out  the  throng,  I  ween, 

Be  chosen  the  glad  Festa' s  Queen." 

VI. 

It  was  enough ;  my  mind  was  bent, — 
When  the  third  sun  o'er  flood  and  fell 
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Night's  darksome  mantle  should  have  rent — 

To  hie  me  to  San  Carlo's  dell, 
And  with  the  rest  attend  the  call 
To  mingle  in  the  Festival. 

Meanwhile,  o'er  Macugnaga's  glen 
The  moon  was  up,  and  loveliest  then 
Did  Monte  Rosa's  snow- crest  gleam 
Beneath  the  soft  light  of  her  beam. 

VII. 

I've  seen  the  hues  of  sun-rise  glow 

Mont  Blanc !  upon  thy  peaks  of  snow, 

When, — pass'd  all  sleeplessly  the  night 

On  rocky  Jura's  darksome  height, 

Where  we  had  seen  the  glow-worms  twinkling, 

And  all  the  rock  with  gems  besprinkling — 

As  morn  ilium' d  the  firmament, 

We  roll'd  adown  the  vast  descent, 

And, — with  what  thrills  of  rapture  o'er  us ! — 

Beheld  the  valley  ope  before  us, 
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And  view'd  that  thought- surpassing  scene 
Between  our  station  intervene 
And  the  long  line  of  shadowy  Alps, 
Which  wreathe  in  clouds  their  giant-scalps ; 
O  'er  these  arose  thy  towering  crest ! 
A  couch  whereon  the  sunbeams  rest, 
And  from  th'  uneven  slopes  of  snow 
The  quickly- changing  shadows  throw. 

And  on  that  eve,  when  we  had  made 

Our  journey  through  the  rocky  glen, 
Where  Nant  d'Arpenaz  melts  away, 
In  rocket-wreaths  of  ceaseless  spray, — 
(Ne'er  through  the  lapse  of  years  will  fade 

The  scene  from  Memory's  lengthen' d  ken !) — 
We  saw  the  shower- charg'd  clouds  unfold 

Their  sombre  curtain,  and  disclose 

Thy  summit  of  eternal  snows ! 
Which,  like  a  mass  of  molten  gold, 
In  the  decay  of  eve  did  gleam 
Beneath  the  ling 'ring  sun-set  beam. 

F  2 


LAYS    OF    OTHER    LANDS. 

No  language  knew  th'  entranced  sense 
To  speak  its  vast  magnificence, 
Nor  could  a  painter's  brush  pourtray 
The  aspect  which  it  wore  that  day. 

And,  'neath  the  burning  arch  of  noon, 

As  up  to  Flegere's  height  we  toil'd, — 
(Nor  may  the  feast  of  Memory  soon 

By  foul  forgetfulness  be  spoil' d !  ) — 
How  beauteously  thy  virgin  snow 

Shone  out  against  the  deep-blue  sky ! 
When,  rising  from  the  vale  below, 

Where  lies  delicious  Chamouni, 
We  from  a  lofty  point  could  see 
The  vast  expanse  of  thy  wild  scenery ! 

But  there  was  not  that  softness  sweet, 
Which  doth  the  joyous  wand'rer  greet 
On  all  the  hills  and  vales  which  lie 
'  Neath  Italy's  luxurious  sky, — 
A  softness  and  a  dreaminess — 
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Which,  they  who  see  not,  cannot  guess ; — 
(  So,  from  Torino's  open  square 

I've  seen, — when  in  the  gorgeous  West 
The  Sun  sunk  loitering  to  his  rest — 
The  mountains  almost  melt  in  air,) — 
O'er  all  the  smiling  land  out-spread 
A  haze  of  richest  radiance  shed  :- — 
But  loveliest,  when  the  Queen  of  Night 
Fills  her  benignant  urn  with  light. — 
So  was  it,  'neath  the  moon-light  pale, 
In  Antigorio's  vineyard- vale ; 
When,  pass'd  a  long  day's  wandering, 
Aside  we  did  our  knap-sacks  fling, 
But  felt  our  lengthen' d  toil  repaid 
By  the  soft  scenes  of  that  delightful  glade. 
So  was  it  now,  when  forth  I  peep'd, 
And  saw  the  hills  in  that  cold  lustre  steep'd ; 
Whilst  Rosa's  top,  like  frosted  silver,  wore 
An  aspect  tenfold  lovelier  than  before. 
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VIII. 

If  so  much  beauty  still  there  be 

In  nature's  wondrous  scenery — 

If  still  her  variegated  dress 

Wear  such  surpassing  loveliness — 

If  to  our  gaze  so  much  of  Heav'n 

Be  'mid  the  wreck  of  ages  giv'n, — 

Now  that  o'er  all  which  love  can  win, 

Is  spread  the  withering  taint  of  sin, — 

What  must  have  been  the  world's  array 

When  dawn'd  Creation's  primal  day! 

When — whilst  yon  vault  with  praises  rang- 

The  sons  of  God  together  sang, 

And  nought  of  sin  was  there  to  blight 

The  richness  of  that  golden  time, 
When  each  sweet  thing  of  joy  and  light 

Gladden 'd  our  Parents'  early  prime ! 
But  yet  on  Nature's  spotless  dress 
Is  most  that  breathes  of  sinlessness ; 
The  glories  of  this  wondrous  Earth 
Wear  yet  the  grandeur  of  their  birth, 
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And  what  the  ground  spontaneous  yields — 
The  flow 'rets  of  its  blooming  fields — 
(Fain  would  the  thought  within  our  bosom  wake ! ) 
They  least  of  all  in  man's  disgrace  partake, — 
Albeit  the  mother,  whence  their  life  they  take, 
Be  cursed  still,  for  his  unhappy  sake. — 
Yet,  if  the  dire  corruption  least  of  all 
Doth  these  belov'd  inanimate  things  enthrall, 
He  only,  in  whose  heart  the  Witness  mild 
Gently  bespeaks  him  God's  adopted  child, 
Will  rightly  joy  in  nature's  scenery, 
Will  feel  the  gladdest  heart  to  see 
What  least  partakes  of  sin's  decay, 
What  most  reflects  the  light  of  Heaven's  own 

Day; 

He  only  knows  the  truest  gladness, 
He  only  tastes  not  real  sadness, 
He  only  has  that  joyous  heart 
Which  doth  their  richest  hues  impart 
To  all  the  lovely  things  which  lie 
'  Neath  Italy's  delicious  sky ; 
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Upon  the  glittering  hills  he  sees  — 
He  hears  amid  the  rustling  breeze — 
What  tells  him  of  a  Father's  lore, 
What  speaks  of  Majesty  enthron'd  above, 
Who  for  His  own  this  world  from  ill  hath  won, 
That  Father  his — he  His  adopted  son ! 

To  him  that  wondrous  Being  hath  giv'n 
The  choicest  things  beneath  that  gorgeous  heav'n ; 
All  things  are  his, — a  little  space — 
When  finish' d  his  appointed  race, 
That  Father's  love  upon  his  sight 
Shall  ope  a  dazzling  world  of  light, 
To  which  this  frail,  though  lovely  scene, 
Shall  as  the  vestibule  have  been ; 
Or  e'en,  perchance,  this  very  world, — 
The  powers  of  Death  to  their  destruction  hurl'd — 
Cleans' d  from  the  taint  of  Sin's  malignant  sway, 
Shall  catch  the  breezes  of  Eternal  Day, 
And  the  glad  smile  of  Heaven's  serenest  skies 
Shine  o'er  a  new-created  Paradise ! 
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IX. 

Beautiful  valley !  like  a  dream 
These  blissful  recollections  seem ; 
'  Mid  groves  of  brighest  chestnut-shade, 
In  musing  mood  full  oft  I  Ve  stray 'd, 
Where  many  a  flashing  torrent  play'd ; 
And,  stretch' d  upon  the  verdant  grass, 
Have  watch 'd  each  fleeting  object  pass  ; 
Or  soar'd,  on  Fancy's  pinions  light, 
In  wild  imaginative  flight, 
Till  something  crush' d  the  vision  vain, 
And  brought  me  down  to  earth  again. 
#  *  * 

There  Monte  Rosa's  peaks  all  thought  trans- 
cending, 

And  mingled    beauties   in   one   bright    scene 
blending, 

Present — exhaustless  in  variety — 

Full  many  a  form  before  the  musing  eye. 

So,  oft  at  sun-set  on  the  clouds  we  trace 
The  outlines  dim  of  many  a  lovely  scene, 


74  LAYS    OF    OTHER    LANDS. 

Mountains,  whose  heights  decaying  castles  grace, 
And  glades  and  dells  the  giant-rocks  between. 

And  now  it  seems  a  lofty  dome, 
Such  as  I've  gaz'd  on  nearer  home ; 
Like  that  in  Cologne,  or  the  pile 
Which  'neath  gay  Milan's  sky  doth  smile, 
O'er  whose  bright  roof  a  forest  swells 
Of  image-crowned  pinnacles. 
Nature's  high  temple  !  what  though  man 
May  not  thy  matchless  grandeur  scan  ! 
What  though  no  worshipper  ascend 
Amid  thy  fane  the  knee  to  bend ! 
Nor  human  vot'ry  offer  there 
The  incense  of  his  humble  prayer  ! 
The  All-pervading  Glance  in  thee 
Discerns  more  perfect  symmetry, 
Than  where  in  decorated  pomp  doth  smile 
The  finish'd  roof  of  Milan's  marble  pile ; 

The  mists  which  curl  around  thy  brow — 
The  glaciers  which  their  torrents  throw 
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E'en  to  the  sun-lit  depths  below  — 
The  birds  (if  ought  of  living-kind 
On  thee  its  habitation  find,) 
All,  —  each  with  its  own  note  of  praise, 
One  deep  melodious  anthem  raise, 
All,  —  could  we  hear  their  raptur'd  voice  ! 
In  their  Creator's  love  rejoice,  — 
And  bid  us  lift  our  thoughts  away 
From  Earth  to  Heaven's  unsetting  Day. 


X. 

'Twas  noon  —  'twas  night  —  the  morning  broke  ; 

And  in  San  Carlo's  dell  I  woke. 

Forth  to  the  Church  my  way  I  took  ; 

Hard  by,  a  cool  and  plashing  brook 

Murmurs  along  a  turfy  glade, 

Where  the  tall  chestnuts  fling  a  shade 

Grateful  at  noon-tide's  sultry  hour, 

And  carpeted  with  many  a  flower, 

Such  as  might  gem  an  ev'ning  bower  ; 
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And  when  the  Summer's  afternoon 

Fades  into  even-tide,  here  soon 

Through  the  dark  boughs  the  sun-beams  stray, 

And  in  long  streaks  of  lustre  play 

Athwart  the  green-grass  turf,  and  shine 
Where  the  thin  gossamer  hath  hung 
Its  glitt'ring  web  across,  and  flung 

From  blade  to  blade  its  silver  line  ; 

Here  maids  and  youths  the  fete  prolong, 

With  gay  guitar  and  dulcet  song, 

Till  twilight  shrouds  the  vault  of  heaven, 

And  fire-flies  trim  their  lamps  at  even  ; 

Here  on  this  spot,  the  Festa's  Queen 
Is  chosen,  and  with  coronal 
Of  rose-buds  garlanded,  and  all 

Here  their  allegiance  tend,  I  ween. 

7Twas  here  I  saw — I  gaz'd — admired, 

Nor  now  am  of  the  vision  tir'd — 
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XL 

They  come  !  they  come  !  I  see  them  now, 
With  tripping  foot  and  smiling  brow, 
And  jocund  as  the  morning  air — 

Which  round  their  flowery- wreath' d  temples 
plays, 

And  'mid  the  truant- tresses  strays — 
To  the  glad  scene,  all  blithe  and  fair ;  — 
And  many  at  the  shrine  are  met, 
And  many  not  assembled  yet — 


The  Church  is  fill'd,  but  to  the  door 

Along  the  marble  steps  they  pour ; 

A  multitude ;  as  on  the  trees, 

In  Summer,  hang  the  clustering  bees, 

When  from  their  hive  sent  forth  elsewhere 

A  habitation  to  prepare. 

And  now  the  rising  anthem  peals, 
And  'neath  the  lofty  arches  steals 
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In  melting  cadence,  till  the  sound 

Wanders  the  gladsome  hills  around ; 

By  the  rapt  crowds,  who  listening  stand 
Before  the  porch,  the  notes  are  caught ; 
And  all  the  breezy  air  is  fraught 

With  dulcet  echoes  in  the  land. 

'Twas  all  but  ravishing ;  that  hymn, — 

Of  melancholy  ritual  dim — 
Could  it  the  spell  of  error  then  have  broken, 
And  accents  of  a  purer  creed  have  spoken — 
While  from  each  voice,  in  one  full  chorus  blended, 
The  incense  sweet  of  grateful  hearts  ascended — 
Indulgent  Memory's  glass  need  not  have  thrown 
A  halo  round  the  scene  so  much  her  own ! 


XII. 

'  Tis  over ;  and  upon  the  green 

They  meet  to  choose  the  Festa's  Queen. 
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I  gaz'd  upon  the  features  fair 

Which  beam'd,  with  rival  glances,  there ; 

And  soon  on  her  their  choice  did  rest, 

Who  was,  of  all,  the  loveliest. 

Her  figure,  as  of  Naiad,  fair, 

And  such  as  you  will  rarely  trace, — 

For  its  nice  symmetry  and  grace — 

Upon  the  forms  of  modern  race ; 
The  richness  of  her  dark-brown  hair 
In  elegant  bandeaux  confin'd, — 
Nor  for  a  Zephyr's  sport  designed — 
Fell  on  each  side  of  that  sweet  brow 
On  which  I  seem  to  gaze  e'en  now ; 
And  those  soft  eyes,  whose  gentle  ray, 
With  mild  retiring  glance,  that  day, 
Far  better  pleas' d  than  other  flashes 
Which  dazzling  broke  from  darker  lashes — • 
And  those  fair  cheeks,  whose  tender  glow 

Might  rival  Summer's  virgin-rose, 
Or  that  soft  tint  which  sun-beams  throw 

At  eve  on  Monte  Rosa's  snows — 
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She  is  before  me  now — as  then, 
When  I  beheld  her  in  the  glen 
Chosen,  from  out  those  maidens  fair, 
The  rose-bud  coronal  to  wear ; 
And,  sooth,  she  was  beyond  compare — 

And, — so  fond  fancy  tells  her  tale — 
Might  well,  of  all  the  flow-rets  there, 

Be  deem'd  the  Rose-bud  of  the  Vale  ! 


XIII. 

Me-thinks  I  see  her  light  form  glance 
Amid  the  many- circling  dance  ; 
Softly  as  fleecy  clouds  that  fling 
Round  Rosa's  peaks  their  fairy  ring, 
When  the  mild  tint  of  sun-set  rays 
Upon  their  silv'ry  texture  plays ; 
That  eve ! — 'twas  like  a  passing  dream 
Which  on  the  slumb'ring  eye  doth  gleam, 
Or  like  the  recollections  sweet 
Which  the  first  dawn  of  childhood  greet, 
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But  fade,  like  moon-light  hues  away, 
As  opens  boy-hood's  jocund  day. 


XIV. 

I  left  that  beauteous  vale  ;  but  ever 

Is  the  same  form  and  scene  before  me, 
Nor  time  nor  change  of  place  can  sever 

The  dreamy  spell  which  then  crept  o'er  me  ; 
It  carries  willing  Memory  back 
Full  often  on  the  same  sweet  track, 
And  often  joys  my  mind  to  rove 
Thither,  as  'mid  the  scenes  we  love ; 
And  still,  as  fly  the  evening  hours, 

I  love  to  dwell  upon  the  tale 
Of  merry  days,  and  sort  the  flowers 
I  cull'd  amid  the  vines  and  bowers 

Of  Anza's  soft  and  sunny  vale. 


The  following  Stanzas  were  originally  intended 
to  form  portions  of  a  Descriptive  Poem,  of  some 
length;  the  plan  of  which  has  been  since  abandoned. 


FRAGMENTS     OF    VERSE, 

SUGGESTED   BY  A  TOUR  IN    FRANCE,    SWITZERLAND, 
AND    PIEDMONT. 

1843. 


I. 

THE    SEINE. 

And  lovely  is  thy  track,  thou  gladsome  river ! 
As  on  thou  rollest  through  the  soft  green  vales 
Of  Normandy, — which  the  Eternal  Giver 
Of  all  that's  good  and  beauteous  never  fails 
To  waken  into  verdure  with  the  gales 
Of  Spring,  and  soothe  with  balmy  dews  and  rain — 
Not  all  the  racking  tumult  which  assails 
This  land  full  oft,  can  mar  thy  Beauty's  reign, 
Nor  check  thy  princely  course,  thou  bright  imperial 
Seine ! 

G  2 


II. 

SCENERY  ON  LEAVING  BONNE-VILLE, 

BETWEEN    GENEVA   AND    CHAMOITNI. 
JULY  24TH. 


Above  us  frowns  yon  snowy  precipice, 
Embosom' d  'mid  the  wavy  clouds,  which  lie 
In  tangled  masses  round  its  peaks  of  ice, 
And  forth  expand  into  a  canopy 
Above  the  pine-clad  hills,  where,  peacefully 
Crowning  the  dark-green  height  with  beacon-spire, 
A  tiny  church  hath  been  uprear'd  on  high ; 
What  eye  could  of  the  varied  prospect  tire  ? 
What  tongue   describe  its   charms   with  nought  of 
minstrel  fire  ? 


III. 

ASCENT  OF  THE  FLEGERE,  IN  THE  VALLEY 
OF  CHAMOUNI, 

OPPOSITE    THE    RANGE    OF    MONT    BLANC. 


Dear  Chamouni !  in  thy  delicious  vale 
How  gladly  would  I  for  a  space  delay ! 
Upon  this  height  the  jocund  breeze  inhale, 
Along  the  brink  of  this  cool  streamlet  stray ; 
While  down  beneath  its  limpid  waters  play, 
And  high  above  yon  towering  peaks  ascend, — 
Here  would  I  pause  upon  my  upward  way, 
Over  yon  dale  in  contemplation  bend, 
And  view  its  varied  scenes  in  mingled  beauty  blend. 


IV. 


PASS    OF    THE    TETE    NOIRE. 


Beautiful  Valley  !  though  the  clouds  still  cling 
To  the  stern  summits  of  the  hills  which  close 
Around,  in  their  chill  arms  embosoming 
Thy  summer  loveliness,  —  the  wand'rer  knows 
How  great  thine  undimm'd  glories !  still  as  flows 
Thy  bright  blue  torrent,  on  its  headlong  way 
Dashing  from  rock  to  rock,  and  downward  throws 
Its  waters  steaming  high  with  silv'ry  spray, 
His  soul  drinks  in  thy  charms,  nor  cares  from  thee  to 


V. 
THE  VALLEY  OF  THE  RHONE, 

FROM    THE    FORCLAZ. 


A  mist  envelopes  us  in  its  soft  cloud — 
Now  it  has  pass'd — (so  melts  in  death  away 
That  veil,  which  from  the  Christian's  gaze  doth 

shroud 

The  dazzling  mansions  of  Eternal  Day,) — 
Is  it  a  freak  of  wayward  fancy's  play  ? 
Or  is  it  a  reality  ? — we  stand 
Upon  this  hill — the  mists  disclose  our  way, 
And  break  around  the  picture  of  a  land 
Which  wears  the  loveliness  of  an  aerial  strand  ! 
*  * '  ,  *  *  "j| 


VI. 

THE 
HOSPICE  OF  THE  GREAT  ST.  BERNARD. 


Here, '  mid  the  snows  where  icy  Winter  reigns, — 
While  genial  Summer  gladdens,  down  below, 
The  sunny  vineyards  and  luxuriant  plains 
Of  Val  D  'Aosta  with  its  ruddiest  glow — 
Here,  meek  Benevolence !  thy  stream  doth  flow 
Unfrozen  and  unchecked,  the  lowliest  here 
And  mightiest  may  thy  sweet  greeting  know, 
And  find  a  spot  on  this  unkindly  sphere, 
Where  never  way-worn  wight  a  chill  repulse  need 
fear. 


VII. 


THE    VAL   D'AOSTA. 


Aosta's  loveliest  vale  of  vales !  for  thee 
Well  may  the  minstrel  weave  a  song  of  loves, 
As  all  elate  with  health  and  liberty 
He  wanders  '  mid  thy  vines  and  chestnut  groves, 
And  'neath  the  sultry  heat  of  noon- tide  proves 
The  grateful  shelter  of  their  leafy  screen — 
Yet  will  he  still,  as  through  thy  glen  he  roves, 
Sadly  discern  a  withering  blight,  I  ween, 
A  curse  which  seems  to  brood  o'er  each  bright 
beauteous  scene. 


VIII. 


THE   VAL    D'AOSTA. 


And  can  it  be,  that  under  that  deep  blue, 
Which,  with  luxurious  arch,  doth  canopy 
Thy  hills,  and  vales,  and  bowers  of  greenest  hue, 
Thy  children  pine  in  such  deep  misery, 
That  scarcely  can  be  found  the  joyous  eye 
Which  tells  of  mirth  and  vigour  ? — All  in  vain 
Doth  nature  spread  her  richest  scenery 
To  charm  the  wand'rer's  gaze — he  must  with  pain 
Behold  the  want  and  ills  which  here  assert  their 
reign. 


IX. 


THE    VAL   D'AOSTA. 


I  like  the  balmy  air  of  Italy, 
Its  vines  bent  low  with  fruitage  to  the  ground, 
The  azure  vault  of  its  unclouded  sky, 
The  liquid  murmur  of  each  dulcet-sound 
Which  renders  musical  the  vale  around ; 
Yet  gladly  would  I  change  them  for  a  cot 
In  happy  England,  where  may  oft  be  found 
Contentment  smiling  o'er  her  slender  lot, 
And  thousand  "  home  -delights"  t' endear  one  to 
the  spot. 


X. 


THE    KING'S   ARMOURY,    TURIN. 


Here  the  illustrious  dead  seem  vivified 
By  an  awakening  spell ;  in  posture  grand, 
Each  on  his  war-horse,  as  he  once  did  ride 
With  mailed  breast,  and  lance,   and  gleaming 

brand, 

Spreading  destruction  o'er  a  sunny  land, 
Which  bloom' d,  perchance,  like  Eden;  now  no 

more 

Their  names  are  dreaded,  motionless  they  stand, 
And  cold  and  mute  as  is  the  glitt'ring  store 
Of  arms  and  trophies  bright,  pil'd  high  around  the 

floor. 


TO  THE  RIVER  REUSS. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  VALLEY  OF  THE  REUSS,  CANTON 
OF  URI. 


Thou  hast  a  glorious  channel,  noble  stream ! 

'Mid  rocky  dells  and  gorges  as  thou  flowest, 
And  as  we  catch,  beneath  the  noon-tide  beam, 

Thy  flashing  thread,    and  wonder  where   thou 

goest,— 
Whilst  high  above  thee  rise  the  pine- clad  mountains 

On  which  the  wreaths  of  lasting  snow  repose, 
And  downward  dance,  from  their  perennial  fountains, 

The  gladsome  rills  to  where  thy  current  flows, 
Bringing  their  silvery  stores  with  joy  to  meet  thee, 

Like    children    hast'ning   to   their     much-lov'd 

home — 
Well  may  we  raise  a  song  of  joy  to  greet  thee, 

As  through  this  favour'  d  land  we  onward  roam  ! 


BALLAD. 


I. 


Away  from  Bellinzona ! 

My  beautiful !  my  own ! 
Ere  the  beacon-fires  be  lighted, 

Or  the  stirring-horn  be  blown. 
My  steed  will  bear  us  rapidly 

O'er  torrent,  flood,  and  fell; 
We  soon  shall  gain  the  mountain- chain, 

And  all  will  then  be  well ! 
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II. 

Yon  tatter  'd  cloud  hath  o'er  the  moon 

A  sombre  mantle  east, 
'  Tis  moving  now !  my  beautiful ! 

A  moment — '  twill  be  past ! 
Yet  ere  her  silver  orb  be  left 

In  the  deep  blue  vault  alone, 
Away  with  me  o'er  hill  and  lea, 

My  beautiful !  my  own ! 

III. 

In  my  noble  father's  marble  halls 

Are  gallant  hearts  and  true, 
And  maidens  through  the  live-long  day 

Shall  weave  fresh  wreaths  for  you ; 
The  trooper's  lion-spirit 

Will  peacefully  subside 
Into  the  lambkin's  mood  to  greet 
His  leader's  gentle  bride  ! 
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IV. 

I  know  each  craggy  mountain-path 

Where  wild  the  chamois  ranges, 
I  know  each  glacier's  icy  flow, 

Its  shiftings,  and  its  changes  ; 
I  '11  wander  through  the  caverns  blue, 

Their  azure  vaults  I'll  see, 
And  steal  each  gem,  to  diadem 

This  burning  brow  for  thee ! 

V. 

• 
I'll  seek  the  eaglet's  cloud-girt  nest ; 

I'll  cull  each  Alpine  flower 
To  fill  the  crystal  vase  for  thee 

In  my  ancestral  tower ; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt,  the  Gentian  blue 

And  soft  "  Forget-me-not " 
Shall  variegate  the  grass-green  turf 

Before  our  Switzer-cot. 
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VI. 

Then  away  from  Bellinzona  ! 

My  beautiful !  my  own  ! 
Ere  the  beacon-fires  be  lighted, 

Or  the  stirring  horn  be  blown. 
My  steed  will  bear  us  rapidly 

O  'er  torrent,  flood,  and  fell ; 
We  soon  shall  gain  the  mountain-chain, 

And  all  will  then  be  well ! 


SONNET, 


SUGGESTED  BY  A  WALK  IN  THE  CEMETERY  AT 
BOULOGNE. 


Sweet  flowers !    that  o'er  the  marble  of  the  tomb 
Blossom  in  loneliness,  your  vigil  keeping 
Where  many  a  lost  and  lovely  one  is  sleeping — 
As  stars  which  shine  amid  the  cheerless  gloom 
Of  the  dim  twilight, — we  are  they  for  whom 
Ye  keep  your  watch ;   to  us,  in  sadness  weeping, 
Ye  speak  of  bowers,  where  no  chill  blasts  are  sweeping, 
To  mar  the  summer  of  their  changeless  bloom : 
Then  wave  your  heads,  sweet  flow' rets!  though  ye 

smile 

Upon  the  desolate  wreck  of  broken  ties, 
Your  fragile  buds  the  musings  may  beguile 
Of  those,  who  mourn  o'er  scatter 'd  sympathies 
And  perishable  joys ;  your  bloom,  the  while, 
May  chide  their  tears,  and  bid  each  best  hope  rise  ! 

1843. 


SONNET. 


THE  VAL  DENACRE,  NEAR  BOULOGNE. 


Sweet  Valley !  what  delightful  scenes  and  days 
Dost  thou  remind  me  of ! — each  charming  ride 
Along  the  paths  where  thy  fair  stream  doth  glide 
With  lulling  murmur — whilst,  in  sun-set  rays, 
Ten  thousand  insects  their  blithe  carol  raise, 
When  slanting  beams,  at  summer  even-tide, 
Pierce  through  the  trees  which  skirt  each  green  hill- 
side, 

And  streak  with  golden  light  the  bowery  maze  ; 
The  hedge-rows  tall  with  many  a  wild-rose  blowing — 
The  lordly  shade  of  many  a  beechen-group — 
The  mill-streams  brisk  o'er  pebbly  shallows  flowing — 
The  willows  green  which  o'er  their  waters  droop — 
My  way  with  soothing  recollections  greet, 
As  o'er  thy  green  sods  pace  my  willing  feet. 
1846. 

H  2 


FLOWERS  AMONG  THE  ALPINE  SNOWS. 


*  Masses  of  snow  await  the  traveller  on  gaining  the  summit  of 
the  Pass ;  amongst  which,  however,  if  he  take  the  trouble  to 
look,  he  will  find  many  bright  Alpine  flowers." — 

MSS.    JOURNALS.       1843. 


I. 

There's  nought  upon  this  earth  so  bleak — 

Nor  sight,  nor  word,  nor  sound — 
But,  if  with  heedful  gaze  we  seek, 

Some  solace  may  be  found ; 
So  on  the  plains  where  lasting  snow-wreaths  lie, 
Peeps  out,  with  radiant  smile,  the  Gentian's  deep-blue 
eye. 
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II. 


If  Sorrow's  keen  and  wintry  blast 
Beat  round  thy  cheerless  home, 
And  ere  one  bitter  gale  be  past, 

Another  haste  to  come  ; 
Look  well ;  lest,  haply,  undiscover'd  be 
That    which    would    make   thee    prize    e'en    drear 
adversity ! 

III. 

There  may  be  those  whom  we  could  deem 

All  heartless,  stern,  and  cold ; 
Nor  would  their  life's  whole  story  seem 

Aught  kindly  to  unfold ; 
Yet  be  our  sentence   hush'd — perchance  there 

glow 
Some  genial  virtues  there,  like  flowers  amid  the  snow 
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IV. 

And  if  Thy  Church's  love  seem  cold, 

And  quench 'd  her  early  zeal, 
Yet,  LORD  !  some  hues  of  light  unfold, 

Some  tints  of  grace  reveal ; 
Somewhat  to  speak  the  influence  of  Thy  Sun, 
And  tell  of  life  renew' d,  as  erst  of  life  begun ! 


V. 


So  when  our  way-ward  heart  is  chill, 

And  little  warmth  it  knows, 
And  all  its  impulses  seem  still, 
E'en  as  the  Alpine  snows ; 
Yet  be  some  flow 'rets  found  !  some  blessed  sign 
That  there  is  life  within — that  Thou  wilt  own  us 
Thine! 
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VI. 


Thus  ever  on  our  darken' d  gaze 

Pour  radiance  from  above, 
And  break  away  the  filmy  haze 

Which  screens  from  us  Thy  love ! 
Grant  us  Thyself  in  all  Thy  works  to  see, 
And  make  us  inly  such  as  Thou  would' st  have  us  be ! 


NOTES 
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P.  60.     1.  15. 

The  scene,  which  operfd  on  the  sight \ 
From  Cima  di  Muliera's  height, — 

"Wednesday,  August  28th,  1844.— Left  Domo  D'Ossola  at 
6  A.M.  in  a  Char-a-banc  for  Pie  di  Muliera,  a  village  situated 
near  the  entrance  of  the  Val  Anzasca.  It  was  a  lovely  morning, 
and  the  delightful  route  amply  compensated  for  the  uncom- 
fortable motion  of  the  carriage.  Shepherds,  cow-herds,  and 
village  maidens,  were  going  forth  to  their  various  labours.  The 
vintage  had  not  yet  commenced,  but  the  vines  were  drooping 
low  with  rich  clusters,  whose  deep  purple  glow  seemed  to  require 
but  little  more  sun  to  ripen  them.  After  travelling  some 
distance  along  the  highway,  we  turned  off  to  the  right,  where 
the  hills  appear  to  recede  and  form  a  kind  of  triangular  plain. 
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In  the  corner  of  this  we  descried  the  village,  at  which  we  were  to 
take  leave  of  our  vehicle,  and  buckle  on  our  knapsacks.  The 
spot  did  not  look  much  like  the  entrance  to  a  Valley,  for  the 
approach  to  the  Val  Anzasca  is  shut  out  by  a  kind  of  deep  gorge, 
through  which  the  stream  of  the  Anza  makes  its  egress.  We  had, 
therefore,  to  climb  some  way  up  the  hill  on  our  right,  before  we 
could  perceive  that  we  were  about  to  enter  the  Valley.  Upward, 
then,  we  mounted,  along  a  steep  staircase  (partly  natural  and 
partly  artificial,)  over  which  the  vines  were  trained,  affording  a 
pleasant  shade  from  the  sun  which  was  now  getting  high  in 
heaven,  and  reminding  us,  by  their  luxuriant  clusters,  that  we 
were  beneath  a  southern  sky,  and  in  the  land  of  grapes  and 
poetry. 

After  a  considerable  ascent  in  this  way,  we  reached  Cima  di 
Muliera,  the  second  village;  and  no  description  can  do  justice 
to  the  view  which  open'd  on  us  from  this  point.  The  beautiful 
Valley  of  the  Anza  lay  stretched  out  in  full  length  before  us  ; 
between  lofty  hills,  descending  rather  abruptly  (in  some  places) 
to  the  narrow  defile  through  which  dashes  the  torrent — covered 
from  the  summit  with  the  richest  Italian  verdure,  woods  of 
chestnut  and  terraces  of  vines  adorning  every  slope — now 
appearing  to  project  and  now  to  retire,  with  villages  and  graceful 
Church-spires  placed  upon  spots  the  most  picturesque  that  could 
possibly  have  been  selected  for  them ;  and  this  magnificent  vista 
closed  in,  in  the  distance,  by  the  snowy  peaks  of  the  Monte 
Rosa." 

MSS.    JOURNALS. 
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P.  61.  1.  13. 

Queen  of  the  Alps  ! 

The  Monte  Rosa  has  been  well  styled  the  "  Queen,"  as 
Mont  Blanc  has  been  called  the  "  Monarch,"  of  the  Alps. 

P.  62.   1.  2. 

Or  blush,  like  summer's  loveliest  rose. 
Ere  Evening's  dewy  eyelids  close ; 

The  rose-colour,  which  the  snow  mountains  wear  beneath 
the  beams  of  the  setting  sun,  is  one  of  their  greatest  beauties.  I 
once  saw  this  to  perfection  on  the  great  chain  of  the  Bernese 
Alps,  from  the  Cathedral -terrace  at  Berne. 

P.  62.     1.4. 
Or  by  thin  fleecy  clouds  overhung,  fyc. — 

"  As  we  approached  the  Monte  Rosa,  in  the  rich  and  golden 
afternoon,  just  before  the  sun  had  reached  the  top  of  the 
mountain,  light  fleecy  clouds  floated  before  the  glittering  mass 
of  snow,  which,  with  the  sun  shining  through  them,  had  the 
appearance  of  a  thin  silvery  veil,  rent  in  tatters." 

MSS.    JOURNALS, 
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P.  63.     1.  2. 

As  Macugnaga's  glen  I  gain'd, 

Macugnaga  is  the  last  village  in  the  Val  Anzasca. 

P.  63.     1. 16. 

Castiglione' s  vintage  this, — 

"  According  to  Brockedon,  the  wine  of  Castiglione  is 
excellent.  The  guide,  who  took  charge  of  my  knapsack,  told 
me  that  we  should  find  much  better  at  San  Carlo,  hut  we  were 
disappointed.  The  situation  of  Castiglione  is  very  charming. 
Its  Church  and  village  are  perched  upon  an  exceedingly 
picturesque  spot,  at  the  farther  side  of  a  bend  in  the  hills,  round 
which  the  road  makes  a  considerable  descent.  As  we  trudged 
down,  we  overtook  some  peasants,  whose  noisy  mirth  afforded  an 
agreeable  contrast  to  the  gloom  and  wretchedness  generally 
prevalent  among  the  lower  classes  in  Piedmont." 

MSS.    JOURNALS. 

P.  64.     1.  11. 

Calasccfs  heights  of  brightest  green,  fyc. 

Calasca  and  Vanzone  are  villages  in  the  Val  Anzasca. 
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P.  64.  1.16. 

Like  those  in  Cashmere's  vale,  fyc. 

See  Moore's  Lalla  Rookh,  "  Nourmahal." 

P.  65.     1.  7. 
Bright  in  Val  Sesia  bloom  the  flowers, 

The  Val  Sesia  may  be  reached  by  the  Val  Sermenta  from 
Banio,  in  the  Val  Anzasca.  It  is  remarkable  for  the  grandeur 
and  beauty  of  its  scenery.  Varallo  and  its  Sacro  Monte  are 
especial  objects  of  interest  in  the  Val  Sesia. 

P.  66.     1.  5. 

Meanwhile,  o'er  Macugnaga's  glen 
The  moon  was  up,  and  loveliest  then 
Did  Monte  Rosa's  snow-crest  gleam,  fyc. 

"The  effect  of  moon-light  upon  the  snow-mountains  is 
indescribably  beautiful. 

At  Macugnaga,  before  I  retired  to  rest,  the  lovely  view, 
from  my  casement  window,  of  the  Monte  Rosa  glittering  in 
the  soft  light  of  an  Italian  moon,  was  a  suitable  finish  to  the 
gorgeous  spectacles  which  it  had  presented  at  various  times 
during  the  day." 

MSS.    JOURNALS. 
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P.  66.      1.9. 

I've  seen  the  hues  of  sun-rue  glow 

Mont  Blanc  !  upon  thy  peaks  of  snow,  fyc. 

"  We  began  to  descend  the  Jura,  directly  after  sun-rise,  on  a 
clear  bright  morning  in  July.  Here  I  had  my  first  view  of 
Switzerland,  and  it  did  indeed  more  than  repay  the  fatigue  of  the 
journey  from  Paris,  which  we  had  quitted  on  Wednesday 
afternoon  (this  was  Saturday,)  having  travelled  day  and  night." 

MSS.    JOURNALS. 

The  magnificent  view  of  the  Lake  of  Geneva,  the  Alps,  and 
Mont  Blanc,  here  referred  to,  has  been  described  by  so  many 
writers,  that  I  will  not  weary  the  reader  with  my  own  account 
©fit. 


P.  67.    1.  11. 

Where  Nant  d'Arpenaz  melts  away 
In  rocket-wreaths  of  ceaseless  spray, 

The  fall  of  the  Nant  d'  Arpenaz,  in  the  valley  of  Cluses, 
is  one  of  the  finest  cascades  in  Savoy.  Mr.  Justice  Talfourd,  in  his 
41  Vacation  Rambles,"  calls  it  "the  Staub-bach  in  miniature." — 
The  stream  is  small,  and  before  it  reaches  half  its  first  descent 
it  is  broken  into  spray,  which  presents  an  appearance  not  unlike 
that  of  a  shower  of  falling  sky-rockets. 
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P.  67.    1.  18. 
Which,  like  a  mass  of  molten  gold,  fyc. 

"  There  had  been  rain  in  the  morning,  and  many  clouds 
hovered  about  during  the  afternoon  ;  but  just  as  we  reached  the 
spot  from  whence,  on  a  clear  day,  the  first  view  of  Mont  Blanc 
is  obtained,  the  sky  brightened  up  a  little,  and  the  spectacle 
presented  to  our  gaze  was  gorgeous  in  the  extreme.  Dark 
clouds  hung  below,  leaving  the  summit  of  the  mountain  clear ; 
which,  with  the  setting  sun  full  upon  it,  looked  more  like  an 
enormous  mass  of  molten  gold  than  anything  else." 

MSS.    JOURNALS. 

P.  68.    1.  6. 

As  up  to  Flegere's  height  we  toird, 

"  The  ascent  of  the  Fleg&re,  though  tiring,  is  well  repaid  by 
the  magnificent  panorama  of  Mont  Blanc,  which  lies,  in  its  full 
extent,  directly  opposite." 

MSS.    JOURNALS. 

P.  68.    1.  15. 

But  there  is  not  that  softness  sweet,  8fc. 

"  There  is  mn  exquisite  softness  about  the  objects  in  an 
Italian  landscape,  especially  the  mountains ;  whether  viewed  at 
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morning,  evening,  or  by  moon-light.  It  probably  arises  from 
the  peculiar  nature  of  the  atmosphere  in  these  more  southern 
climes." 

MSS.   JOURNALS. 


P.  69.    1.  11. 

In  Antigorio's  vineyard-vale  ; 

The  Val  Formazza  (which  the  traveller  enters  from  Swit- 
zerland by  the  rugged  Pass  of  the  Gries,)  changes  its  name  to 
the  Val  Antigorio  a  little  below  the  village  of  Premia.  Here 
the  scenery  becomes  quite  Italian." 


P.  70.    1.17. 

But  yet  on  Nature's  spotless  dress 
Is  most  that  breathes  of  sinlessness ; 

See  Keble's  "  Christian  Year."    15th  Sunday  after  Trinity. 


P.  71.     1.  5. 

Albeit  the  mother,  fyc. 
Genesis  iii.  17. 
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P.  71.  1.  9. 

He  only,  in  whose  heart  the  Witness  mild  fyc. 
Romans  viii.  16,  17. 

P.  72.    1.  9. 

All  things  are  his, 

1.  Corinthians  iii.  21,  22.  Revelation  xxi.  7.  See  also 
Cowper's  "  Task,"  Book  v. 

P.  72.     1.  20. 
Shine  o'er  a  new-created  Paradise  ! 

2  Peter  iii.  13.     Revelations  xxi.  1.     Romans  viii.  21. 

P.  74.     1.  3. 

And  now  it  seems  a  lofty  dome, 

Such  as  I've  gaz'd  on  nearer  home ; 

Like  that  in  Cologne,  or  the  pile 

Which  'neath  gay  Milan's  sky  doth  smile,  8$c. 

"  The  varying  aspects  of  the  Monte  Rosa,  occasioned  by  the 
changing  clouds  which  floated  about  its  summit,  appeared  very 
striking,  as  we  drew  nearer.  At  one  time  it  looked  like  the  roof 
of  a  magnificent  cathedral;  that  at  Cologne,  for  instance." 

MSS.    JOURNALS 

I 
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For  a  very  interesting  account  of  the  Cathedral  at  Cologne, 
see  the  Quarterly  Review,  October,  1846. 

"  Milan  Cathedral  is  perhaps  as  yet  the  most  exquisite  of 
Christian  temples.  The  whiteness  and  purity  of  its  marble, — 
the  elaborate  finish  of  its  almost  every  part,  —  the  beauty  of  its 
exterior,  especially  of  the  roof  ( thus  highly  decorated,  it  is 
said,  that  it  might  be  meet  for  the  gaze  of  angels,  as  for  that 
of  man  below,) — the  fine  view  of  the  chain  of  Alps  from  its  top 
at  sun-rise, —  and  the  interesting  associations  connected  with 
the  history  of  San  Carlo  Borromeo,  the  sainted  Archbishop 
of  Milan — all  combine  to  make  it  an  object  of  peculiar  interest 
to  the  reflecting  traveller." 

"  All  who  visit  Milan  should  go  into  the  Cathedral  at  early 
morning,  when  the  rising  sun  pours  its  light  through  the  richly- 
stained  windows  behind  the  high  Altar." 

"  Every  pinnacle  is  surmounted  by  an  image." 

MSS.  JOURNALS. 

P.  74.     ].  20. 

The  glaciers  which  their  torrents  throw 
E'en  to  the  sun-lit  depths  below  — 

"  These  frozen  rivers  descend  from  wintry  heights  into 
spring  or  summer-like  valleys,  and  there  remain  unmelted. 
The  effect  of  this  is  well  seen  when  the  first  view  is  obtained  of 
the  valley  of  Chamouni,  on  the  approach  from  Geneva." 

MSS.  JOURNALS. 
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P.  76.     1.  12. 

And  fire-flies  trim  their  lamps  at  even ; 

"  I  first  saw  a  fire-fly  at  Pramol,  in  the  valleys  of  the  Vaudois. 
As  we  sat  chatting  together  in  the  Pastor's  Salon,  in  the  dusk 
of  evening,  a  soft  silvery  light,  like  that  of  a  glow-worm,  gradu- 
ally rose  towards  the  ceiling.  One  of  these  little  creatures  had 
come  in  at  the  open  window." 

MSS.  JOURNALS. 

P.  77.     1.  9. 

The  Church  is  fill' d,  but  to  the  door 
Along  the  marble  steps  they  pour  ; 

I  witnessed  a  spectacle  similar  to  this  at  Turin  one  Sunday 
in  August,  1843. 

"I  strolled  out  in  the  afternoon,  and  went  into  one  of  the 
Churches  in  the  street  which  leads  down  to  the  Po.  An 
elderly-looking  priest  was  delivering  a  discourse  to  a  tolerably 
large  congregation.  There  was  a  vast  deal  of  action  in  his 
delivery,  yet  so  exceedingly  graceful  withal,  that  one  could 
scarcely  find  fault  with  it.  One  or  two  persons,  in  different 
parts  of  the  Church,  were  jingling  some  money  in  nets  attached 
to  long  staves ;  to  remind  the  people,  no  doubt,  that  their  seats 
were  to  be  paid  for.  I  went  on  to  the  round  Church  on  the 
other  side  of  the  river,  but  soon  quitted  it ;  and  returned  home 

I  2 
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by  that  which  I  had  first  visited.  Here,  however,  admittance 
was  no  longer  to  be  had.  The  Church  was  crowded;  and  a 
multitude  of  persons,  not  being  able  to  gain  an  entrance, 
were  standing  on  the  flight  of  steps  without,  and  clinging 
together  like  a  swarm  of  bees.  These  caught  up  the  air  which 
was  now  being  sung  within,  and  the  sweet  voices  of  the  women 
mingled  most  harmoniously  with  the  beautiful  tones  of  the  organ. 
The  whole  effect  of  the  scene  was  such  as  one  can  never  forget," 

MSS.    JOURNALS. 

The  following  extract  describes  something  of  the  same  kind. 

"  The  effect  was  grand  when  the  solemn  sound  of  the 
"  colossal  organ  was  heard  united  with  the  voices  of  some 
"  hundred  choristers,  and  when  the  people  outside  took  up  the 
"  hymn,  and  made  the  Plaza  as  well  as  the  Church  re-echo  to 
"  the  strain."  —Letter  from  the  Correspondent  of  the  "  Times"  at 
Milan,  giving  an  account  of  the  funeral  service  for  the  "victims  of 
the  five  days,"  celebrated  on  April  6th,  1848. 


P.  80.     1.  17. 

Or  like  the  recollections  sweet 

Which  the  first  dawn  of  childhood  greet,  fyc. 

In  allusion  to  Wordsworth's  beautiful  Ode,  entitled  "  Inti- 
mations of  Immortality,  from  the  recollections  of  early  child- 
hood." 
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P.  84.   St.  II. 

"  A  small  and  highly-picturesque  Church  is  often  seen 
perched  upon  some  precipitous  height,  as  a  memorial  of  grati- 
tude to  Providence  for  escape  from  imminent  danger  in  the 
vicinity." 

MSS.  JOURNALS. 

P.  87.     St.  V. 

"  July  28th. — Here  the  cloud  which  had  enveloped  us  gradu- 
ally broke  off,  and  gave  us  a  full  view  of  the  valley  of  the 
Rhone.  It  was  almost  too  beautiful  to  be  a  reality.  The  scene  was 
richly- illumined  by  sunshine,  and  seemed  like  a  peep  into 
Fairy-land." 

MSS.  JOURNALS. 

Pp.  89,  90.     Sts.  VII  &  VIII. 

"Not  a  well-dressed    or  decent-looking   person   is 

to  be  met  with:  all  bear  marks  of  poverty,  disease,  and 
wretchedness;  and  this,  too,  amidst  scenes  for  which  nature 
has  done  so  much.  Surrounded  by  mountains,  and  high  in 
their  own  locality,  we  saw  nothing  of  the  lightness,  activity, 
and  high  spirits  of  the  mountaineer.  Something  weighs  upon 
the  people  like  a  curse." 

RROCKEDON,  quoted  in  Murray's  Hand- Book  for 
Switzerland,  Savoy,  and  Piedmont. 
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P.  92.      St.  X. 

"  The  King's  Gallery  at  Turin  contains  a  magnificent  collec- 
tion of  armour  of  all  kinds.  The  mounted  figures  are  splendidly 
equipped,  and  far  superior  to  those  in  the  Tower  of  London. 
One  of  the  objects  which  pleased  me  most  was  a  shield  of 
bronze,  inlaid  with  gold,  representing,  in  different  compart- 
ments, the  history  of  Jugurtha;  the  work  of  Benvenuto 
Cellini." 

MSS.  JOURNALS. 
P.  94.      ].   1. 

Away  from  Bellinzona  ! 

Bellinzona  is  beautifully  situated  on  the  Italian  side  of  the 
St.  Gothard  Pass,  at  no  great  distance  from  the  Lago  Mag- 
giore. 

This  little  ballad  had  its  origin  in  the  incidental  remark  of 
a  lady,  that  she  thought  Bellinzona  "a  very  pretty  name." 


MISCELLANEOUS    PIECES. 


THE  MISSIONARY'S  FAREWELL. 


"  Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high — 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation!  O  Salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learn' d  Messiah's  name." 

BISHOP    HEBER. 


I. 

FAREWELL !  the  golden  hues  of  day 

Are  fading  in  the  west ; 
The  wild-bird  skims  the  ocean-spray. 

And  seeks  her  downy  nest. 
Farewell !  farewell !  my  native  shore ! 
These  eyes  may  ne'er  behold  thee  more — 

No  more  these  feet  be  press' d 
Upon  the  soil  which,  blithe  and  free, 
I  trod  so  oft  in  infancy ! 
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II. 

Farewell !  farewell !  perchance  the  light 
Of  days,  which  long  have  fled, 

Will  sometimes  gleam,  in  visions  bright, 
Around  my  distant  bed ; 

And  memory  oft  will  joy  to  glean 

The  sweets  of  each  long- vanish' d  scene — 
Like  leaves  from  flow'rets  shed — 

Which  may  a  lasting  fragrance  cast 

Upon  the  records  of  the  past. 

III. 

Farewell !  farewell !  on  thee  the  Sun 
Of  Righteousness  doth  shine  ; 
The  unction  from  the  Holy  One 
On  thee  descends  benign. 
The  skies,  which  canopy  thy  shore, 
On  thee  their  choicest  influence  pour  ; 

And  many  a  child  of  thine 
Can  feel  devotion's  soothing  power 
J  Mid  violet-bank  or  myrtle-bower. 
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IV. 

Farewell !  I  seek  a  foreign  strand, 

Where  groves  of  breathing  balm 

Shed  their  sweet  perfume  o'er  the  land — 
Where  many  a  stately  palm 

Droops  o'er  the  rill,  whose  waters  clear 

Refresh  the  wearied  mountaineer, 
What  time  the  sultry  calm 

Of  noon-tide  doth  in  stillness  brood 

Over  each  verdant  solitude. 

V. 

Farewell !  for  that  benighted  race 

No  sounds  of  mercy  cheer ; 
They  ne'er  have  known  the  Father's  grace, 

Nor  felt  a  Saviour  near. 
The  dews  from  Life's  exhaustless  spring 
On  them  no  healing  influence  fling ; 

And  no  repentant  tear 
Hath  own'd  the  mighty  ransom  given 
To  save  from  Death,  and  purchase  Heaven. 
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VI. 

Farewell !  farewell !  I  go  that  they 
May  rise,  as  from  the  tomb ; 
That  there  may  dawn  a  brighter  day 

To  dissipate  their  gloom : 
That  fields,  which — ripe  to  harvest  there 
With  none  to  gather — on  the  air 

Now  shed  their  genial  bloom, 
May  yield  the  fruit  of  souls  new-born, 
Meet  for  the  Resurrection-Morn  ! 
1841. 


SAINT  CHRYSOSTOM  AND  HIS  MOTHER. 


Saint  Chrysostom,  at  the  suggestion  of  his  friend  Basil, 
was  about  to  leave  home,  in  order  to  become  a  Monk,  but  was 
dissuaded  by  the  expostulations  and  entreaties  of  his  mother. 
These  are  recorded,  in  a  very  touching  manner,  in  his  Treatise 
on  the  Priesthood.  (I.  2.) 


I. 

My  only  son  !  wilt  thou  depart  from  me 

To  dwell  amid  the  wild  ?  wilt  thou  forsake 

The  happy  home  of  thy  glad  infancy, 
Whose  solitary  echoes  will  awake 

My  anguish 'd  tears,  when  lone  I  shall  be  left, 

Of  thee  ,my  only  solace,  then  bereft  ? 
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II. 

Thy  father  died ;  I  mark'd  his  slow  decay 
With  all  the  piercing  bitterness  of  one 

Who  sees  the  promise  of  Life's  early  day 
Fade,  ere  at  eve  hath  sunk  its  waning  sun ; 

But '  twas  the  will  of  Him  Who  smites  in  love, 

And  bids  the  chasten' d  mourner  look  above. 

m. 

And  thou  wert  left  me  then  the  only  flower 

To  cheer  the  desolate  waste  of  this  lorn  heart, 

Which  I  have  cherish' d  since  thy  natal  hour 
First  saw  a  mother's  gush  of  fondness  start ; 

And  I  have  watch' d  thy  opening  bud  expand, 

Like  groves  of  promise  on  a  desert  land. 

IV. 

Thy  father's  image  beam'd  from  out  thy  face ; 

Oft  have  I  lov'd  upon  thy  tender  brow 
The  lines  of  his  maturer  age  to  trace ; 

I  seem  to  hear  that  infant  prattle  now, 
Which,  when  thy  lisping  voice  to  speak  essay 'd, 
My  heart  elate  with  untold  rapture  made. 
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V. 

And  it  has  been  my  joy,  since  that  blest  time, 
To  view  each  ardent  hope  fulfill' d  in  thee ; 

And  Youth  hath  ripen 'd  into  Manhood's  prime, 
Yet  nought  of  change  hath  mark'  d  thy  love  for  me . 

And  deem'st  thou  then  that  I  from  thee  can  part, 

Nor  feel  the  anguish  of  a  breaking  heart  ? 

VI. 

Wait  but  awhile, — a  little  space  —  and  then 

This  frame  will  mingle  with  its  kindred  clay, 
And  thou  may 'st  leave  the  common  haunts  of  men, 

And  wander,  if  thou  wilt,  far  hence  away  ; 
No  mother's  heart  will  then  with  grief  be  rent, 
Nor  her  dissuading  voice  avert  thy  fix'd  intent. 
1844. 


SONNET, 


ON    BEING    KEPT    FROM    CHURCH    AND    THE    HOLY 
COMMUNION    BY    A    SEYERE    COLD. 


SUNDAY,  NOY.   16TH.,   1845. 


FATHER !  I  would  with  Thy  dear  children  now 

Assemble  at  Thy  Table,  and  partake 

Of  that  rich  Feast,  where  Thou,  for  JESUS'  sake, 

Dost  with  Thy  love  refresh  the  fainting  brow 

Of  warriors,  bound  by  the  Baptismal  vow 

To  their  Redeemer's  banner — and  awake 

Entreaties  that  they  never  may  forsake 

Their  calling  till  in  death  their  limbs  they  bow. 

So  did  Melchizedeck  the  Patriarch  meet 

Of  old, — returning  victor  from  the  strife — 

With  Bread  and  Wine,  and  did  with  blessing  greet 

Him  who  for  nearest  friends  had  risk'd  his  life  : 

Our  "  King-Priest "  doth  a  choicer  board  prepare, 

And  saints  and  penitents  are  welcome  there. 


N  A  T  A  L  I  S. 


FEBRUARY  2ND,   1846, 


I, 

I  saw  th.ee  in  the  vaulted  aisle, 

Thy  gentle  form  I  viewed, 
When  met,  beneath  that  sacred  pile, 

The  mingled  multitude ; 
I  saw  thee  enter,  and  there  came 
A  thrill — 0  !  be  it  told  with  shame, 

These  musings  did  intrude 
Beneath  that  roof — such  thrill  as  proves 
The  magic  of  the  gaze  it  loves. 

K 
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II. 

'  Tis  true,  until  that  happy  day 
We  ne'er  had  seen  each  other, 

But  did  not  thy  young  face  display 
The  features  of  thy  brother  ? 

All  that  in  them  was  kind  and  good 

Blended  with  grace  of  woman-hood 
Might  well  have  charm' d  another, 

Who  saw  what  he  had  long  admir'd 

In  such  attractive  garb  attir'd. 

III. 

As  he — whose  dust  in  Arqua  lies —  *4 

On  that  eventful  morn, — 
Which  witness' d  first  his  sympathies 

On  Love's  full  current  borne — 
Beheld  a  Lady  at  the  shrine, 
And  felt  his  soul  from  peace  benign 

By  mighty  impulse  torn ; 
So  seem'd  my  heart  that  day  to  move 
The  spell  of  an  undying  love. 

*  Petrarch.  "  They  keep  his  dust  in  Arqua,  where  he  died. " 

CHILDE   HAROLD. 
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IV. 

We  met — were  introduced ;  we  went 

The  cloister' d  halls  to  view  ; 
That  night  was  at  the  concert  spent, 

And  thou  wert  present  too  : 
Next  day,  beneath  the  sun-set  beam 
We  row'd  on  CherwelTs  shaded  stream, 

The  bowering  branches  threw 
Their  tangled  arms  athwart  thy  dress, 
And  well-nigh  left  thee  bonnet-less. 

V. 

We  wander 'd  the  wide  gardens  round 

Of  Blenheim's  princely  seat, 
Where  trees  as  thickly  strew  the  ground, 

As  men,  when  armies  meet : 
We  saw  those  stately  arches  span 
The  lake,  which  once  a  streamlet  ran, 

Whose  limpid  flow  did  greet 
The  steps  of  Love  when  wont  to  press 
The  green- sward  of  that  wilderness. 

K  2 
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VI. 

0 

But  years  have  pass'd  since  then,  and  we  — 

For  now  thou  bear'st  my  name — 
Are  other  than  we  us'd  to  be, 
And  yet  we  are  the  same  : 
Our  state  is  chang'd,  but  not  our  love, 
Kindled  on  earth,  '  twill  rise  above 

With  an  undying  flame ; 
Through  Him,  Whom  we  entreat  to  bless 
Our  lot  with  changeless  happiness  ! 


LINES  FROM  HORACE. 

EPOD.  X\i. 


(PARTLY  TRANSLATED  AND  PARTLY  IMITATED.) 


Lo  !    Ocean  waits  us  with  his  countless  smiles, 
Seek  we  the  sunny  shores  and  golden  isles. 
There  yearly  harvests  deck  the  uncultur'd  field, 
And  unprun'd  vines  delicious  clusters  yield  ; 
Her  fruitful  boughs  th'  unfailing  olive  rears, 
And  their  own  stem  adorn  the  tender  pears. 
From  hollow  oaks  the  sparkling  honey  gleams, 
From  mountain- tops  down  dance  the  noisy  streams  ; 
Unbidden  there  the  goats  their  milk-pails  seek, 
And  copious  streams  the  flock's  good- will  bespeak ; 
No  growling  bears  the  fold  at  eve  molest ; 
No  swelling  mounds  a  vipery  brood  attest. 
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New  wonders  wait  us ;    there  ungenial  rains 
Nor  mar  the  soil,  nor  desolate  the  plains, 
No  sultry  suns  the  parched  clods  assail, 
Nor  richest  crops,  for  lack  of  moisture,  fail : 
No  wild  adventurers  seek  that  sunny  shore, 
No  lawless  bands  those  blissful  seats  explore ; 
No  fell  disease  our  kindly  flocks  shall  know, 
No  evil  star  with  withering  influence  glow. — 
To  pious  souls  those  happy  shores  are  given, 
Since  quails  our  land  beneath  the  wrath  of  Heaven. 
1846. 


SONNET. 


'  Tis  not  for  us  to  gaze  upon  the  clear 

Deep  azure  of  yon  calm  and  cloudless  sky, — 

And  on  the  thousand  beauteous  things  which  lie 

Beneath  it,  changing  to  the  changing  year — 

With  heart  as  light,  and  brow  as  free  from  fear, 

As  theirs',  the  daily  round  of  toil  who  ply, 

Bow'd  by  no  dread  responsibility, 

Nor  doom'd  the  weary  weight  of  souls  to  bear. 

With  ardent  minds  we  took  the  awful  vow 

Of  God  upon  us,  for  His  Spirit  moVd 

To  such  high  venture  those  ere  while  who  rov'd 

On  the  dark  mountains  till  by  Him  led  home : 

And  He  will  help,  in  this  our  sphere  though  now 

With  heart  oppressed  and  anxious  mind  we  roam. 


VINCIT    QUI    VIGILAT. 


<HE     CONQUERS    WHO     WATCHES. 


(THE  AUTHOR'S  FAMILY  MOTTO.) 

"  Wlio  watches  conquers ! "     Ne'er  by  me 

May  this  deep  truth  unheeded  be ! 

"  Who  watches  conquers ! "     '  Tis  not  so 

On  Earth  alone  when  foe  meets  foe  ; 

'Tis  thus  when  in  a  " heavenly  strife*'" 

We  warfare  wage  for  death  or  life. 

Christian!  this  motto  teaches  thee 

How  thou  may'st  foil  thine  Enemy ! 

If  thou  no  inch  of  ground  would' st  yield, 

See  here  the  weapons  thou  must  wield ; 

"  Who  watches  conquers !  "     In  the  fray 

Would'st  thou  be  Victor  ?    "  Watch  and  Pray."  f 

*  Ephes.  vi.  12.,  see  the  Greek,     t  Matth.  xxvi.  41. 


To  A.    L.   N. 


I. 

Sweet  Babe  !  as  oft  with  joy  I  gaze 

Upon  thy  fair  and  sunny  brow, 
And  laughing  mark  thy  little  ways, 

And  wish  that  I  were  pure  as  thou — 
A  bitter  pang  my  heart  will  rend, 

To  think,— if  spar'd  thy  tender  life- 
Through  how  much  sorrow  thou  must  wend, 

Through  what  a  world  of  sin  and  strife. 
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II. 

But  yet  it  were  not  well  to  grieve, 

Though  drear  and  dark  seem'd  all  thy  way, 
Though  Hope  no  dream  of  joy  might  weave, 

Nor  pierced  the  clouds  one  struggling  ray ; 
Our  sorrows  are  the  fruit  of  sin, — 

And  though  thy  guilt  be  all  forgiven, 
Yet  lurks,  thy  tiny  heart  within, 

A  will  estrang'd  from  God  and  Heaven. 


III. 

I  mark  it  in  the  fretful  cry — 

The  unpleas'd  look — the  struggling  frame, 
When  made  to  feel  that  those  are  nigh 

Who  must  the  way-ward  spirit  tame  : 
A  sinner  in  a  world  of  sin — 

It  were  a  foolish  thought  indeed 
That  thou  a  thornless  path  should' st  win, 

Or  find  a  sinless  Angel's  meed. 
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IV. 

And  yet  the  lot  so  justly  thine — 

Thy  Father  turns  it  all  to  love ; 
He  will  thy  spirit  thus  refine, 

That  thou  His  own  Elect  may'st  prove. 
The  way  He  leads  thee  will  be  known, 

Hereafter,  to  have  been  the  best ; 
The  storms  of  this  bleak  world  o'erblown, 

More  calm  shall  be  thy  endless  rest. 


A  FRAGMENT. 


I. 

I  mark'd  a  winding  streamlet  glide 

Through  open  mead,  through  bowery  glade ; 
Now  flash' d,  in  summer  sun,  its  tide, — 

Now  darkened  in  the  shade. 

II. 

And  thus,  full  oft,  our  years  have  pass'd, 
And  glided  thus  their  stream  away  ; 

Now  drooping  shadows  o'er  them  cast, — 
Now  lit  by  jocund  ray. 
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III. 

And  who  could  wish  it  were  not  so? — 
What  if  no  single  beam  of  joy 

Might  o'er  them  smile, — or  all  their  flow 
Were  peace  without  alloy  ? 


IV. 

Unmingled  bliss,  be  sure,  would  bring 
Of  Heaven  beyond,  forgetfulness ; 

Grief  unassuag'd  our  spirits  fling 
In  danger  none  the  less. 


V. 

Then  welcome  brightness — welcome  gloom — 
As  God  see  fit :  from  cloud-dropp'd  showers 

Laughs  up  the  Sun-bow, — brighter  bloom, 
For  passing  storm,  the  flowers. 
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VI. 

"  A  time  to  laugh,  a  time  to  grieve  " — 
But  not,  as  is  the  bliss,  the  sorrow ; 

Like  night-dews,  tears  may  dim  our  eve, 
Joy  cometh  with  the  morrow  ! 


STANZAS.  * 


I. 

Farewell !  farewell !  sweet  Amelie !  the  tear 
Will  fall  unbidden  for  thy  early  fate 

And  theirs,  who  shar  'd  with  thee  one  common  bier 
Beneath  that  rock  all  lorn  and  desolate ; 

Yet  Faith  will  brighten  all  the  drops  which  flow, 

And  form,  like  sun  on  showers,  Hope's  radiant  Bow. 

*  Intended  to  serve  by  way  of  Epilogue  to  a  Dramatic  Poem,  foun- 
ded upon  some  incidents  in  the  Vaudois  Persecutions  which  took  place 
subsequently  to  the  Revocation  of  the  Edict  of  Nantes  in  1685,  and 
entitled  "  The  Bride  of  Angrogna," 
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II. 

Though  nipp'd  by  cruel  storms  thy  Beauty's  flower, 

Just  blossoming — then  blighted  on  its  stem  ; 
Just  rear'd — then  swept  away,  thy  Bridal  bower : 

For  thee  we  may  not  sorrow,  nor  for  them 
Who  perish' d  with  thee  :  blessed  sufferers !  ye 
Were  made  by  death  from  sin  and  suffering  free ! 

III. 
We  chide  not  Persecution's  bitter  gales  ; 

They  have  but  wreck' d  you  on  that  ocean-strand 
Whence  ye  shall  reach  your  Shepherd's  blissful  vales, 

And  taste  the  glories  of  the  distant  land, 
Gaze  on  the  King  in  beauty,*  and  behold 
The  Heavenly  City  with  its  domes  of  gold. 

IV. 
There  ye  shall  feed  amid  the  pastures  bright, 

On  the  fair  marge  of  those  mellifluous  streams 
Whose  countless  smiles  reflect  in  waves  of  light 

The  lustre  of  their  Sun's  unsetting  beams ; 
And  there  immortal,  by  Life's  gushing  tide, 
Wander  for  aye  the  Bridegoom  and  the  Bride. 

*  Isaiah  xxxiii.  17. 
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V. 

Meanwhile  your  happy  spirits  shall  repose 

Upon  the  bosom  of  the  Mighty  One, 
Till  rock  this  earth  Regeneration's  throes, 

And  He  assume  the  Kingdom  He  hath  won ; 
Till  then, — 'mid  glacier-crest  and  Alpine-steep 
Though  scattered  wide  your  bones — sleep !  gently  sleep  ! 

VI. 

Sleep !  gently  sleep !  dear  children  of  the  vale  ! 

Though  o'er  your  grave  the  winds  of  winter  blow, 
Though  the  stars  quiver,  and  the  moon-beams  pale 

Glisten  athwart  your  sepulchre  of  snow, 
Number' d  and  dear  your  very  dust  to  Him 
Who  counts  the  hosts  of  dazzling  Seraphim  ! 

VII. 

He  comes !  The  Bridegroom  to  The  Nuptial  Feast ! 

On  wheels  of  light  His  glorious  chariot  borne ; 
Fades  the  pale  Day- Star  in  the  kindling  East — 

Breaks  o'er  the  world  the  Resurrection-Morn ! 
Ris'n  is  the  Sun  of  Righteousness,  and  flings 
The  dew  of  healing  from  His  radiant  wings. 
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Refreshed  by  those  bright  dew-drops  of  the  Morning, 
Like  springing  herbs,  the  quicken' d  dead  shall 
rise,* — 

Plants  of  delight,  God's  Paradise  adorning!  — 
And  Him  ye  shall  behold  with  raptur'd  eyes, 

Strong  in  Whose  love,  the  victor  ye  defied, 

Brav'd  all  his  wrath,  and  quench' d  the  fiery  tide  ! 

*  Isaiah  xxvi.  19. 


Note  on  Stanza  vii.  p.  145. 

This  Stanza,  and  indeed  the  whole  of  the  piece  to  which  it 
belongs,  was  written  shortly  after  reading  Sir  E.  Bulwer  Lytton's 
Poem,  "  King  Arthur ;  "  a  work,  the  merits  of  which  have  been 
as  absurdly  exaggerated  by  some  critics,  as  they  have  been  un- 
fairly ignored  by  others. 


SPRING    IN    THE    CRIMEA. 

1855. 


"  The  influence  of  a  few  hours  sunshine  here  is  remarkable.  We 
have  had  a  few  warm  days  only,  and  yet  the  soil,  wherever 
a  flower  has  a  chance  of  springing  up,  pours  forth  multitudes. 

"  It  is  strange  to  hear  them  (i.  e.  birds  of  various  kinds)  piping 
and  twittering  about  the  bushes  in  the  intervals  of  the  boom- 
ing of  cannon,  just  as  it  is  to  see  the  young  spring  flowers 
forcing  their  way  thro'  the  crevices  of  piles  of  shot,  and  peer- 
ing out  from  under  shells  and  heavy  ordnance.  The  insides 
of  our  huts  are  also  turned,  into  gardens,  and  grapes  sprout 
out  of  the  earth  in  the  window  sills,  the  floor,  and  the  mud 
walls." 

"  We  are  blessed  at  length  with  all  the  genial  influences  of  a  glori- 
ous Spring.  Vegetation  is  struggling  for  existence  beneath  the 
tramp  of  armed  men  and  the  hoof  of  the  war-horse." 

Letter  of  Special  Correspondent  of  the  "Times,"  at  the  Seat  of  War. 
Dated  March  2nd  and  16th,  1855. 


Shines  the  sun  on  yon  beleaguer 'd  city, — 
On  the  coast  where  billowy  surges  toss, 

With  a  sound  of  wailing  and  of  pity 

For  the  few  who  shall  those  waves  re-cross. 

But  the  worst  is  o'er, — and  now  we  muster, 

Renovated  by  the  genial  Spring, 
'Neath  whose  warm  embrace  the  wild  grapes  cluster, 

Our  abodes  with  verdure  brightening. 


Azure  skies,  in  radiant  sunshine  glowing, 
Bid  new  garlands  glitter  o'er  the  plain, 

Whilst  from  ocean  breezes  freshly  blowing 
Fan  to  health  the  wasted  cheek  of  pain. 

Songs  of  happy  birds,  on  high  careering, 
Mingle  strangely  with  the  cannon's  roar, — 

Out  from  under  piles  of  ordnance  peering, 
Golden  blossoms  gem  the  barren  shore. 

Nature  fast  her  carpeting  of  flowers 

Weaves  in  richness  o'er  the  blood-stain' d  sod, 
In  soft  accents,  to  these  hearts  of  ours, 

Telling  of  the  faithfulness  of  God. 

Telling  how,  thro'  countless  generations, 
Firm  and  sure  His  covenant  hath  stood, 

Since  the  few  sires  of  Earth's  new-born  nations 
'Scap'd  the  swelling  waters  of  the  Flood. 

Telling  how — as  thro'  the  world's  dark  history 
Deep'ning  rolls  the  strife  of  Good  and  111, 

Till  unravell' d  be  our  being's  mystery, — 
Sweetly- changing  Seasons  circle  still. 


Telling — tho'  the  roots  of  Sin  within  us 
Choke  our  joys,  and  blight  our  happiness, 

How  "  the  infants  of  the  Spring'^1)  would  win  us 
Back  to  Him  Who  yearns  our  path  to  bless. 

Yet  in  vain,  alas !  does  "  Earth's  young  Mother" (2 
Bid  her  nurslings  crown  the  sunny  steep  ; 

Brother  thirsts  to  take  the  life  of  brother, 
Wounds  and  Death  their  hateful  orgies  keep. 

Ebb  and  flow  the  mingled  tides  of  Battle 
Crimsoning  this  flower- enamell'd  plain, 

Cannon's  boom  and  rifle's  busy  rattle 

Make  fell  discord  with  the  wild  bird's  strain. 

Is  there  then  no  hope  ?   Ah  yes !    Reflection 
'Mid  this  wasted  Spring-bloom  can  behold 

Promise  of  that  mighty  Resurrection, 
By  the  fellowship  of  Seers  foretold. 


(1)  "The  first-born  infants  of  the  Spring." — SIIAKSPEARE.     "Love's 
Labour's  Lost." 

(2)  "  Earth's  young  Mother,  Spring!"— BULWER.    "The  NewTimon." 


Fiercest  when  the  furious  contest  rages, 

And  the  bands  of  111,  grown  desperate,  wield 

Weapons  sharpen' d  in  the  strife  of  ages, 
On  the  world's  last  wondrous  battle-field; — 

Earth  shall  greet  her  rightful  King  victorious 
O'er  the  lengthen' d  reign  of  Woe  and  Crime, 

And  her  trampled  sweets  again  be  glorious 
With  the  dew-drops  of  their  early  prime  : 

Wars  shall  end,  and  Strife,  by  Peace  out- driven, 
Leave  its  swords  for  plough-shares  of  the  sod, 

And  all  nations  under  the  wide  heaven 
Bask  rejoicing  in  the  smile  of  God  ! — 

Comrades !  from  the  Past  these  warnings  reach  us 
In  the  Present  not  to  build  our  home ; 

Even  here  may  Spring's  sweet  lessons  teach  us 
There  is  yet  a  Better  World  to  come ! 

T.  G.  N. 


W.    AUSTIN,   PRINTER,    NEW    HAMPTON. 


-525 


